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Security Breach: The Rewrite 
by TyTyTheTyler 


Summary 


Welcome back to the Freddy Fazbear's Mega Pizzaplex. This time, written how I personally would 
have done it! Have fun reading and content warnings will be in the notes. This is also my first time 
really writing an entire thing, so apologies for the terrible pacing and low quality of the overall 
thing! Only thing good here is the grammar :) 


Prologue 


Gregory didn't really like the rain before, but now he really didn't like it. He could feel it in its cold, 
cold glory seeping in through his clothes, into his skin, all the way down to his bones and chilling 
him thoroughly. Worst of all, it had ruined his box. Talk about awful. He found an overhang, at 
least, but it was the middle of winter and if he didn't go inside for shelter as soon as possible, he 
would definitely turn into a human popsicle by night. He took a deep breath. The building he was 
beside had people flooding in and out of the singular large entrance set right in the middle of its 
walls. He looked around, spotting a ventilation shaft that was falling apart. This was his chance to 
find a safe place to hide! He climbed into the vent, grunting as his already tired muscles strained to 
pull him up. After all, he could just crawl right back out afterwards, and nobody would notice. 


And then he realized, as he broke out of the shaft and fell 7 feet to the floor of the room, that he 
wouldn't be able to just climb back out. He was trapped in a building he knew nothing about. His 
brain went into full overdrive as he began to examine his surroundings, his eyes adjusting to the 


darkness of the area. There were boxes everywhere. Each one was about as large as him, if not 
larger. He wondered who the hell would need such a large box. 


That wasn't his issue though. Upon further investigation, the boxes were open and filled with... 
clothes. He could feel the grin on his face as he dug through them all. There were so many, nobody 
would notice if there were some missing. He grabbed the first shoes he found in his size; red, white, 
and electric blue sneakers, followed with a random shirt with a sun and a moon on it, and a jacket 
with a bear symbol on one breast. They didn't match, but it was miles and miles better than the 
soaking wet clothes he was wearing before. Anything was better than that in his opinion. 


He let out a sigh of relief when he shrugged the coat on, eyes closing briefly as the much warmer 
cloth began to caress his shivering body. He opened his eyes again to focus on the main issue: 
escape. Too bad for him, he has no idea where this is. He did notice one thing, though. The boxes 
were labeled "Fazbear Ent." which sent hundreds of red flags through his head. Where he was 
from, the little town of Hurricane, Utah, that name was horrifying to the little kids. He realized 
where he must be. He knew he had run far, but all the way to the next town over far? But the most 
wotrying part was, he was in some sort of storage room where employees would no doubt find him 
eventually. He had to get the hell out of here. 


And then he heard footsteps moving directly towards the room, sending him into a stumbling panic. 
He forced himself up over the lip of a box just as he heard the door creak open, revealing the noise 
of two voices. He tried his best to hide in the metal now surrounding him. 


"Did you see the way he twitched? Fuckin wild, dude." 


"Bro, keep your voice down, the kids could hear-" 


"Nah, chill out, they can't hear us here. Let's just get these parts down to Parts and Service so-" the 
person's voice turned almost mocking. "Frederick Fazbearington the third' can get repaired before 
tomorrow." 


"Oh, yeah, they're closing so early! This may have been a godsend, we get to go home early." 
Gregory's heart dropped. Closing early? Damn it, it's worse than he thought. He didn't have much 
time to process that, though, because the world shifted and jolted around him. Oh God, oh God, his 
thoughts screamed, They're picking up the box! 


And yet, he couldn't do anything. Leaving the box would mean getting caught, but staying in it 
might give him a chance to get away elsewhere. He'd have to push through just a bit longer before 
he could escape. 


Chapter 1 - Security Breached 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory had made the stupidest decision of his life. At least he's found someone who's willing 
to get him out. It still will take time for Gregory to fully trust this guy, but he doesn't have time 
to not trust. 


Chapter Notes 


TWs: 
Mentions of Child death 
Kidnapping 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Now, he was being jostled around repeatedly in the small compartment he had crawled inside of, 
thinking it would be only a matter of time before he could crawl back out and make a break for the 
exit. But now that his ride was actually moving, he realized just how much of a bad idea this had 
been. He was currently being stabbed repeatedly on all sides by the wires and hard metal 
surrounding him as he cursed his stupid 12 year old brain for not thinking all of this through. He 
shut his eyes tightly despite it doing nothing to stop the anxiety bubbling inside of his gut. 
Something just felt... wrong about this place. Something was amiss, and he wasn't going to stick 
around to find out what. Except, he didn't have an option, did he? 


Outside of the small, claustrophobic compartment, he could hear the rhythmic clanking of metal on 
metal, hydraulics pushing and whirring as his ride walked on and on. He hated that he had no idea 
where they were going. It made him feel sick, like he needed to throw up. The world outside had an 
air of tension he could feel radiating through everything, seeping in through every crack and 
crevice and almost suffocating him. He couldn’t understand why it was so tense, like a string was 
about to snap and stab someone in the eye. Most importantly, though, there were more than just one 
pair of feet walking. It sounded like there were five, four heavy metal pairs and one pair of shoes, 
all walking in a line. He had hardly registered speech from before, more focused on staying silent 
because there was an adult speaking to... to someone. Someone that wasn’t him. Something about 
repairs being complete and being able to go back to their rooms. 


He was thrown out of his thoughts by a sudden turn, making him bite back a yelp of surprise and 
slight pain as he was completely thrown off and into even more metal and wires. He could feel 
painful tears pricking in his eyes as he held his breath. The ride continued to turn, seemingly 
descending. God, the creaking, it sounded like they were walking on an unstable metal walkway, 
metal on metal scraping partially in a horrible cacophony. He wanted to scream, to run and get out 
of the situation. 


Soon enough, the world leveled out, and he heard a lady speaking. “Alright, go to your rooms. 
Freddy, you’re on lockdown for all that glitching. You really messed it up today! You’ve got to be 
careful or management-” A sigh. “Just... go to your rooms. I’m not disappointed, just worried 
about you four. Especially since...” 


The silence was louder than Gregory had expected, shattered by the clearing of a throat. “Ah- Yes, 
Officer Vanessa. I do hope you have a pleasant evening and the night shift isn’t too rough on you.” 
The voice was steady, with an undertone of anxiety. It sounded like a guy, but he couldn’t be too 
sure. It was then that the movement continued, Gregory having to bite his tongue to ignore the 
sudden pain and panic in his body. There were only the four metallic footsteps now. The movement 
continued, pressurized doors opening (at least, they sounded pressurized to Gregory) and closing 
once passed. There was a turn, and Gregory realized the other footsteps were moving away, only 
leaving a single pair. There were no words as they jolted, rising in what Gregory could put together 
as an elevator. 


They exited into a space, silent and alone except for the resonant ding of the elevator closing, and 
oh Gods, he could barely breathe in the tiny compartment anymore. He needed to breathe! He 
could feel the panic rising in his chest, the need to hide somewhere else overcoming every other 
sense. 


Just when he thought it couldn't get worse, everything stopped moving. Before he could even 
process it, the wall in front of him shifted and clicked, his arms reflexively pulling closer, getting 
scratched and bruised along the way. Next thing he knew, he was on a carpeted floor, head spinning 
as he stared up at the gigantic orange and tan animatronic bear whose chest he had been hiding in. 
They locked eyes for a brief moment, every instinct telling Gregory to get up and run for it as the 
furry beast's harsh blue eyes scoured over every inch of him, threatening to devour him whole. 


He heeded those instincts, getting up in a stumble and sprinting towards the first door he saw, 
trying and failing to open it. He could hear the roaring of blood in his ears, blocking out every 
noise, everything except for the clank, clank, clank of metal feet moving directly towards him. No, 
no it was going to take him away and shove him into its mouth and bite his head off just like all 
those kids in the 80s whose bodies were never found, he was going to die and nobody would find 
his corpse- 


He closed his eyes, tensing up and trying not to let out a sob. He didn’t want to die a crybaby, and 
so, he silently accepted his death, imagining the bear’s jaws opening and closing down around his 
skull. 


"Are you alright?" The words snapped Gregory out of his thoughts, making him notice how blurry 
his vision was from tears as he looked at the bear. It didn't look as threatening, now that he really 
examined it. The claws were dull and retracted, paw pads warm to the touch. The bear's face was 
concerned instead of the furious rage he had been expecting. His ears were tilted downward, too, 
further adding to the look of concern etched on his face. He looked more like a raccoon than a bear, 
dressed in classic glam rock style. Gregory honestly thought it was just odd. 


The bear repeated his query: "Are you alright?" Gregory's mouth opened and closed like a fish out 
of water, trying to search through his rushing brain for any form of response. He was in some sort 
of personal space, having been released around the center of the room. The walls were covered in 
reds and blues, a large star on the ceiling. There were many comforting plushies around the area, a 
microphone on a small stage, a couch, and even a little vanity in the corner. The bear in front of 
him was crouched, hand placed gently upon his shoulder. He looked like he could touch the ceiling 
with the top of his head if he stood. Who designed this thing..? 


"I-I..." He spluttered, words almost dying before he forced them out. "Yeah... mostly." 


The bear's ears twitched in response, gaze calm and slightly searching. "You are not in the 
database... Who are you?" 


Gregory stiffened. He shouldn't, he shouldn't tell the animatronic anything. He'd give him up to 
CPS, send him back to the orphanage or foster system and he was not going to go through that 
again. And yet, even though he felt he shouldn't, he still responded. "...Gregory." 


The bear's eyebrows crinkled in thought. "Gregory," it repeated. "Why are you here after hours? 
Did you get lost? Why were you in my stomach compartment? That place is not for riding." The 
bear let the questions fall, the concern prickling through his fur letting them spill out without pause. 


Gregory couldn't answer, only providing a slight shrug. The bear sighed. "I have to contact security. 
They will bring you back to your parents." His eyes glowed a bluish off-white for a brief moment, 
looking straight ahead. "...Odd," he mused, face turning confused and eyes returning to normal. "I 
cannot contact the main office. My connection is compromised." 


The scrawny boy thanked whatever God there was for that. The bear spoke up again. "We do need 
to get you out of here. If my failsafe is active currently, something is wrong. It may not be safe 
here. I will personally escort you to security." The bear's smile did nothing to calm the panic 
overcoming him. "This is no ordinary situation, but I assure you, Gregory, I will get you out of 
here." 


Gregory didn't know why this bear was helping him. Was he just that malnourished? Maybe it was 
the scrapes? He looked down at his body, sighing. "Okay.. thank you, um..." 


The orange bear's ears twitched in confusion. "Oh! I am Freddy Fazbear. I am rather surprised you 
do not know who I am and yet hid within my stomach compartment." The robot, Freddy, lets out a 
laugh-like sound, making Gregory's nerves calm slightly. "I do have something for until we get 
there, seeing as we may need to split up momentarily.” He went over to some shelving in one 
corner and grabbed an orange and purple gift box. “This is a novelty Freddy Fazwatch. You may 
use it to communicate with me when we are apart. Safety is important, after all! However, we need 
to begin moving, or we might not make it before night shift begins. That is when the doors close 
completely and cannot be reopened until morning or until all areas are tested. I will need you to go 
into that door over there first. I will direct you using the Fazwatch." 


Gregory wrapped the Fazwatch around his left wrist, nodding. “Um... okay, weird request...” He 
moved to the door Freddy was pointing at in the middle of the back wall, opposite from the curtains 
near the main door. 


Freddy nodded. “Now just press the button beside it.” Gregory did as he was told, the door opening 
with a pressurized noise. The bear let out a grin, giving him a thumbs up. “Well done, superstar! 
Now head inside. There should be a vent you can access above some boxes. Staff sometimes need 
to go in there to access the ventilation systems in case they break down internally.” 


Gregory wondered how often that was. He didn’t need to dwell on that, though, as he climbed up 
the boxes in the gray hallway. The vent was dark. Horrifyingly dark. Gregory swallowed hard, and 
began to crawl his way through the cramped space. He felt the anxiety prickling inside of him, the 
cold metal rubbing his elbows and forearms and sticking, the frigid air (why anyone ever needed it 
that cold was beyond him) making his breath come in visible puffs. 


The vent crawl was long, horribly, horribly long. He quickly heard an electric guitar being played 
and shredded, and as he came closer, he saw a branching path to the ventilation shaft. He let out a 
quiet huff of minor annoyance and peeked inside. There was a vent cover, and beyond that, a pink 
room akin to Freddy’s. He felt his curiosity peak as he shifted closer to get a better look. There 
were food wrappers all over the place, plushies similarly scattered. In the corner, he saw a huge 
white animatronic bird playing a lime green electric guitar. He stifled his sharp breath inwards he 
was about to take. The animatronic was huge, even more so than Freddy was, a massive pink and 
yellow feather boa around her shoulders, connecting to a dark leather crop-top jacket. She had 
eccentric blue leggings with tiny gaps in the sides and, overtop, feathered leg warmers also in pink 
and yellow. She had huge green triangular earrings reaching almost all the way down to her 
shoulders, green gloves and spiked bracelets similar to Freddy’s. She had her ‘hair’ up in a ponytail 
with a pink bow on the tie. She looked soft and huggable, and yet everything in Gregory told him to 
stay away from her. He slowly backed away, continuing down the shaft. 


Next, he heard something much different. Mumbling. He moved closer to the sound, crawling up to 
another branching vent. Past it was a violet room, filled with makeup pallets and other beauty 
products Gregory admittedly knew nothing about. There were hair brushes strewn about, and... 
white locks of hair on the ground. He looked at the person- or rather, thing- the hair had belonged 
to. There was a grayish purple animatronic wolf, smaller than the bird, hunched over the vanity in 
the corner. She was muttering reassurances to herself, things Gregory had to strain to hear. She had 
a breastplate attached to a black collar, one with green shoulders and a red and purple pattern. She 
had black jeans with lime accents, connecting to fire-themed boots that had no toes or heels, 
allowing her paw pads to stick through. She had bright white hair with lime tips, as well as her tail 
being tipped green. Gregory thought it was odd. When he strained to hear, he could hear her quietly 
repeating phrases to herself: “They love you so much” and “You are the best. You know you are, 
nobody else can say otherwise.” He backed away slowly. 


He then heard a loud noise from his wrist, making him jump and hit his head on the vent ceiling. It 
was Freddy. “Gregory!” Gregory fumbled, panicking. He didn’t know how to turn the volume 
down, someone would find him and kill him- “Are you doing alright? I decided to check in since 
it’s been a bit longer than expected.” The bear continued, oblivious to Gregory’s plight, ““You are 
doing alright, yes?” 


He whispered into the watch, “Freddy, shh! Please, I’m trying not to be heard!” 


The bear on the other end let out an exclamatory Oh! and silenced, but not before apologizing. 
Gregory cursed under his breath. 


He quickly continued down the vent. The last room was more concerning. He heard clattering, 
banging, and oh God. He decided to take a brief peek in, seeing the green room in tatters. The 
couch was in the center of the room, shredded with claw marks and pillows torn to shreds, cotton 
and down everywhere. He stared at the perpetrator, a short, stocky alligator animatronic with a 
huge red mohawk, red platformers and a v-neck sleeveless shirt. The shirt tucked into his dark 
mahogany and violet patterned pants, held up by a red belt. He thought this one looked the most 
threatening, tail moving from side to side as it growled. He decided to quickly continue onwards. 


At last, he saw a vent he could move out of. He stared at it for a moment, experimentally pushing 
on it gently. He let out an involuntary gasp and a quick “No, no wait!” as the vent fell and clattered 
loudly to the floor below. He held his breath, trembling as he listened for a sound, any sound. 
Footsteps, someone yelling, anything. 


And yet nobody did. It was silent, completely and utterly silent. He slowly moved to the edge and 
looked around. Once he determined it was safe, he exited the vent and entered into the new area: a 
large walkway with display cases littered around in an organized manner. There were four large 
glass windows to one side, names above each lit in neon lettering: Freddy Fazbear, Glamrock 
Chica, Roxanne Wolf, and Montgomery Gator. Each one contained the rooms he saw in the vents. 
He swiftly moved towards Freddy’s room, the watch speaking up again. 


“Oh! I see you! Wonderful job, Superstar. Now all you need to do is open the door and I will lead 
you to security.” The bear gave him a smile, eyes seemingly crinkling up in joy. He didn’t know 
how they managed to get the robot to move so realistically, but he guessed they spent a lot of time 
perfecting the movements. He nodded, rushing to the door and opening it with a button beside it. 
Freddy stepped out of the room, patting Gregory’s head, which made Gregory flinch away. Sure, 
Freddy might seem nice, but even if he was, he shouldn’t trust anyone. It’s too risky. “Let us be 
quick.” 


Gregory followed behind Freddy, careful not to stray too close to the massive bear. He was too big 
in his opinion, and could probably crush him if he wasn't careful. He shook that thought away. He'd 
rather not think about being a blood pancake because a friendly robot misstepped and accidentally 
killed him. 


They exited into a large area. The entrance, Gregory realized. His stomach twisted upon the sight 
before him: all of the doors completely closed already. Freddy was saying something that Gregory 
didn't register, everything drowned out by the horrible realization that he'd be stuck until the doors 
opened again. 


He felt those paws on his shoulders again, turning to look up at Freddy, vision blurred with tears. 
"Gregory," he said. "We have to keep moving.” 


Gregory wanted to curl up and die on the spot, pain lacing up his chest as he fought back the sobs 
threatening to pour down his cheeks. Damn it, he hated feeling this vulnerable. He bit his tongue 
and forced his breathing to slow to a normal pace before continuing to follow Freddy. They 
continued onwards, moving across an area with a huge, golden statue of Freddy with a microphone. 
He thought it looked really cool. There were escalators on either side behind it, which they were 
now walking towards briskly. 


Freddy spoke again. “We must head to the Atrium. That is where the main security office connects 
to, and we must find the officer working the night shift as soon as possible. It is most likely that 
they are there, monitoring the cameras.” His ears twitch. Gregory swallowed thickly. If the cameras 
had already spotted him... why didn’t anyone come and grab him already? This situation was 
growing weirder and weirder by the moment. 


It was only then that a small white robot with a flashlight grabbed his arm, pulling him away from 
Freddy. It spoke in a completely robotic tone. “Unregistered child found. Completing protocol.” 


Gregory felt his panic entering again, letting out a shout of “Freddy!” as the small robot kept a 
horribly rough grip on his arm, leading him away, away- “No no no no- let me go!” He found 
himself being dragged up an escalator, metal footsteps following until he was dragged through a 
staff-only backdoor. Freddy didn’t follow past there. Gregory felt the tears running down his cheeks 
as he sobs, body already exhausted from before. Where was it taking him? He didn’t know if he 
wanted to find out. 


He felt himself being dragged through corridors, trying to stop himself from going any further. 
“Where are you taking me?! Let me go, I just want to go home!” The robot didn’t give him any 
notice, as though it didn’t hear his pleas and protests. Amongst all the piping, lockers, benches, and 
vending machines, he could have sworn he saw something watching him in the darkness; two red 
eyes with white pupils staring him down like a wolf would size up a rabbit. It looked hungry . 
That’s what made Gregory shut up, trembling uncontrollably as he tried to just accept that this was 
happening. 


It was then that the world opened up again. He was in some sort of attraction area, blue carpets with 
confetti pattern, a queue and... a slide? There was a classic rainbow above it, reading “SLIDE 
INTO FUN!” in all capital lettering. It looked quite welcoming. 


He then began to flail again as he was led to the slide, a paper being shoved into his hands. The 
robot spoke again, that monotone voice sending shivers down Gregory’s back. “Give this to the 
Attendant. Stay here until your parents arrive. We will make sure you are safe until then.” The 
robot then, without warning, shoved Gregory into the slide. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thank you so much for reading! This chapter took around 6 hours total and I'm very pleased 
with how it came out! See you in the next chapter :) 


Chapter 2 - The Most Important Rule 
Chapter Summary 
Gregory was sent to the Daycare as protocol for lost children in the Pizzaplex. Issue is, the 


Daycare isn't supposed to be open at the moment, and things may not be as good there as it 
seems. 


Chapter Notes 


TWs for mentions of the American foster system (icky) 
Minor s/h 

Panic attacks/Anxiety attacks 

Sun not being okay :( 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The world was spinning, colors changing as he slid, down, down, down the slide. It felt infinite as 
he slipped and slid further downwards. Before too long, though, he found himself exiting at the 
bottom of the slide, disoriented and finally processing what just happened. He heard a loud rustle, 
and when he looked around, he realized it was him making the noise. He was in a ball pit, possibly 
the most noisy thing imaginable in his situation. He froze up on the spot, shivering and silently 
pleading that nobody heard him. When he was sure nobody did, he began to move through the ball 
pit, cringing as the balls rustled and rolled under him. 


He stiffened again as there was a gasp from overhead. “Oooooh my stars.” He looked up to figure 
out who spoke, spotting a horrifyingly tall and lanky yellow and red animatronic standing on a 
balcony from far above, staring directly at him . Gregory panicked, trying to scramble away but 
was unable to, the colorful plastic balls not wanting to cooperate. “Oh, oh, hang on! I'll come get 
you!” Gregory felt his thoughts scream, no, no, he didn’t want this! 


The animatronic leapt off of the balcony, diving directly into the ballpit with a loud clatter. Gregory 
tried to move back to the slide, struggling to move his body over the hundreds of little plastic balls. 
This thing was approaching quickly, faster than anything should be able to. It grabbed him from 
under the armpits, lifting him up and holding him in front of it, face mere inches away from his 
own. “Hellloooo, oh my goodness, you’re so little! Awww-” And then its face turned from 
excitement to panic. “Ohhh no no no! Did I scare you? Oh, please don’t cry!” 


Gregory hadn’t even noticed his tears, now released along with sniffles and sobs as he tried in vain 
to escape the large animatronic’s grip. It quickly carried him out of the ballpit and held him in a 
tight hug, squeezing Gregory into staying still and mumbling little reassurances. Gregory couldn't 
move, it was no use, he had to just shut up and stop crying before this thing got angry at him. The 
thing was still talking. “It’s okay, little one, I won’t hurt you- oh jeez, I really scared you bad! I 
didn’t mean to, I’m really super duper sorry!” 


Gregory didn’t want to be in trouble, so he held his breath and bit his tongue and tried to stop 
crying so this thing would let him go. Why was it so strong? Isn’t this place for children? He was 
now able to register the robot’s features a bit better as he blinked away his tears. The animatronic 
was sun-esque, large rays situated around its faceplate made of crinkly plastic. It had two large blue 
eyes, a worried look on its face despite the upturned corners of the mouth that never seemed to 
move. It was crouched in an almost frog-like position, massive red ruffles around its neck 
connected to a huge bell on a collar. That wasn’t the only bell, Gregory realized. It had bells on its 
wrist connected to long red ribbons with huge golden puffy sleeves that had red cuffs connected to 
a smaller soft shirt. It had a strap-up red ruffle around its waist too, connected to puffy yellow and 
red striped pants, finally ending with small jester shoes at the bottom. It was massive . It was larger 
than any animatronic from before, save for maybe the chicken. It seemed to be trembling for no 
reason, too. It was, despite this, probably one of the least threatening animatronics with how it 
fussed over him like he was an injured puppy. 


“Oh dear, oh dear! You’re hurt, oh I should go grab the first aid kit immediately! W-wait there!” 
The animatronic stood up, easily towering at 8 feet tall, bolting for a large desk area that connected 
to the blue foam flooring under their feet. He took this time to observe really where he was. This 
place was a huge, closed off area with two massive closed doors to one end. He was on the opposite 
side, having just left the ball pit. There were tumble barrels stacked in perfect, neat stacks and small 
snack tables around him. There was a large central pathway surrounded by humongous, colorful 
play structures on either side, stretching up to what Gregory assumed must have been almost 30 or 
AO feet, with odd box-like structures placed inside, mechanically whirring. There were massive 
flood lights aimed directly at the flooring on all sides, on and burning into his retinas. Everything 
was much too bright, much too big. He felt like an ant, like he could get crushed, and no, no, he 
was Okay, everything was okay, he just needed to get out of here. That thing, that robot must have 
already alerted security. If he was found... 


It was then the large animatronic came back. “I found it! Here!” It crouched back down in front of 
Gregory, first aid kit in hand as he unzipped it. Gregory could barely move, trembling. “We don’t 
have any medication, but- OH! RIGHT! Allergies! Do you have any?” Gregory slowly shook his 
head, his voice stuck in a lump in his throat, unable to exit. “Good! Wonderful,” the robot 
exclaimed happily, fingertip unlocking and revealing a spray bottle tip within. He aimed it for one 
of the cuts. “This may sting a little, but I promise it’Il be better soon!” He flinched, tensing up as 
disinfectant was sprayed onto his cuts, a colorful bandage placed overtop of each, one at a time. 


“Taa-daa! See? It isn’t that bad!” Gregory didn’t know how to feel. On one hand, this animatronic 
was being very nice to him. On the other hand, he needed to leave as soon as possible. 
“Aaaanywho! I am Sun, the Daycare Attendant!” He looks giddy. “Ohhh, I’ve never had an after- 
hours friend! We’ll have so much fun! We can finger paint, tell stories, drink Fizzy Faz until our 
heads explode and stay up all night!” The animatronic bounced up and down excitedly and clapped 
his hands together, bells jingling from the motion. “There’s a few rules you’ll need to follow, but 
they’re veeeeeery simple!” 


“One,” he continued. “No foul language! We'll know!” We? “Two! No punching, kicking, 
scratching, hitting, etcetera. That’s not nice to our fellow friends! Three! No grabbing onto the 
hook on our back! It really hurts, ya know! Four! No pets! Five, no leaving the daycare without a 
parent, guardian, or caretaker!” 


“And most importantly!” Gregory stares at Sun as he leans in terribly close. “Keep the lights on... 


” 


on... ON. 


“Um 99 


“ Wonderful! Let’s have lots of fun, friend!” 


Sun was overly excited, every movement exaggerated like a rubber band being pulled tighter and 
tighter as he jumped around. It made Gregory feel on end, like something was wrong with the 
machine. “So, whaddya want to play first? We could play hide and seek, tag... Ohhh, there’s so 
much! We could play kitchen or do arts and crafts too if running around isn’t your style!” Gregory 
watched as he giggled and his rays spun like a pinwheel on a windy day. He turned to his side, 
saying “Oh, shut up!” At Gregory’s confused expression, he clarified, “O-oh, not you! No no, not 
you, I’m talking to Moony!- Er, Moon .” 


Gregory tilted his head. “Moon?” Sun and Moon. Is that who was on all those posters and screens 
in the daycare? Sundrop and Moondrop? Now it was starting to make sense. Why wouldn’t there be 
a moon with a sun? 


“Yeah! Moon! My bestest friend and brother! He’s a little glitchy right now, so he’s not allowed 
out, no siree! Wouldn’t want anything bad happening- Yes you are!” He shouted, more obviously 
towards this ‘Moon’ character and not towards Gregory. “You very much are glitchy and until 
you're better, you aren’t allowed to see the kids! You know what happened last time!” 


“T just gotta stay awake until he’s allll better,’ Sun giggled, though he sounded more like he was 
about to snap than anything else. He closed one fist and hit himself in the head with it, spreading 
his arms and legs out in an excited, showy pose. “Don’t you worry, though! Everything is going to 
be A-OK!” He laughed yet again, grinning way too much. 


Sun stopped talking as the Fazwatch crackled to life. "Gregory? Gregory, please respond! Are you 
okay?" The bear sounded terrified, completely and utterly concerned for his little friend. 


Gregory didn't have time to get a word in because Sun practically screamed, "Oh! Hello, Mr. 
Fazbear! Oh what a pleasure it is to talk to you! Is this Gregory? Well I'm glad to have you know 
that he is safe and sound here at the Daycare! I do take utmost care of the kids, you know!" His 
rays spinned happily, Gregory's heart sinking as this continued. 


"The Daycare? Oh, that's wonderful news! I can alert security while you take care of-" 


Gregory couldn't stop the " No!" that erupted from him, realizing he was going to say it far too 
late. 


Everyone fell silent, Sun's bells being the only noise for a solid few seconds. Those seconds felt 
like forever. Sun whimpered. "F-friend?" 


Gregory didn’t answer the question, instead opting to run from it, straight for a play structure. “F- 
Friend! Where are you going?!” 


He scrambled up the colored foam shapes acting as stairs, vision blurring as he swallowed down 
thick tears, throat aching and burning from their intensity. Freddy was saying something from the 
Fazwatch that Gregory didn’t catch, everything seeming to blur together as he sat at the top of one 
of the myriads of slides. He curled up tightly, trying to smooth over his breathing, because oh God, 
he needed to calm down before he had a panic attack, and Freddy was saying something and- 


He paused, taking a deep breath and letting it go. He repeated the breathing, and Freddy’s voice 
began to register again slowly. “Superstar? Please, what happened?” 


“J-I ran away from Sun,” he confessed, rubbing his teary eyes. “I c-can’t be taken in by security, I 
just can’t, Freddy!” 


Freddy was silent for a moment on the other end, and Gregory wondered if he was mad, and 
decided to hang up on him. He rubbed his arms, trying to keep his breathing steady. “Why not?” 


“...Because they’ Il place me back with my foster parents. They... aren’t g-great people. I ran away 
from them.” 


The silence stretched much too long, making Gregory feel uncomfortable. Why did he have to say 
a damn thing? Why couldn’t he just shut up and not screw up all the time? God, why was- 


“T see. Gregory, I will give you two options. I can either attempt to pick you up as your guardian, or 
you can try to get yourself banned from the daycare and I will pick you up there.” 


Gregory felt hope flutter up in his chest. “Y-you’d... do that?” 


“Of course, Superstar. It is understandable if your foster parents were less than kind to you that you 
would not wish to go back into their custody. I will make sure you get out of here one way or 
another.” 


Gregory wanted to sob, to sob and thank the bear for everything, because God, nobody ever treated 
him like this. Nobody was ever kind just for the sake of kindness, they always wanted something in 
return, something Gregory couldn’t give. “Th-thank you Freddy. Can you pick me up..?” 


“Indeed, I can.” 


Gregory thanked the bear again, staying still for a moment after the conversation had ended. Before 
long, though, he slid down the slide, and landed right at Sun’s feet. 


“Friend! There you are! Ohhh thank goodness, I thought I was going to burst a circuit in worry!” 
He reached for Gregory, who scrambled out of the way. “Friend..?” 


Gregory was over all of this. He refused to stay here any longer. “I-I’m not your friend. I just want 
to go home. Please.” 


Sun looked shattered. “B-b-b-but friend, I-I can’t be alone again, please you don’t understand! I 
haven’t seen a child in- in days! Please! I can’t lose this again! M-management is finally going to 
see that we’re okay!” If animatronics could cry, Gregory thought Sun would have been tearing up. 


Gregory didn’t respond, a small chime noise echoing over the Daycare. Sun made a sigh sound, 
drooping like a wilted flower. “...That’s a Pick Up Pass being used. Y-your parents must be here... 


Gregory tried not to show his relief as he nodded to Sun. The animatronic moved to the massive 
wooden double doors, opening them up. “Hello-! There....” 


Freddy had merchandise on over his normal clothes, doing nothing to hide the fact that it was him. 
Gregory cringed internally at the sight, Freddy clearing his throat and speaking up. “Um.. hello, I 


am... Mr. White. Iam here to pick up my son, Gregory.” Gregory felt like throwing himself into a 
garbage can and dying from how painfully bad Freddy was at this. 


Sun stared at the bear with a look of severe confusion. Gregory began walking towards Freddy, 
trying to salvage this as best as possible. “Yep! That’s my dad. I know, he’s very tall, it’s kind of 
surprising really-” 


Sun let out a dry chuckle which turned into a laugh, hand on his face. He dragged it down, 
exasperated. “Mister Fazbear, this is very funny and all, but I’m.. I’m afraid I cannot allow you to 
take this child without a parent or guardian.” Sun wrapped his arms around Gregory’s torso, 
keeping him from moving any further towards Freddy. 


“But- Sun, you’re mistaken, that’s- uh, that really is my dad! Mr. White!” 


“Child,” Sun twitched. “This is not your father, this is an animatronic bear. I simply cannot allow 
you to leave with him.” He turned to Freddy. “And you! I do hope you have a nice night, really I 
do.” He began to approach the doors, bells jingling. 


“Mr. Sun, I can expla-” 


“Good night, Fazbear.” Sun closed the door on Freddy, a click signifying that it was locked. Their 
plan failed. 


At least there was plan B. 


Gregory took a deep breath, staring up at the lanky animatronic in front of him. 


Gregory hummed. "So, Mr. Sun." 


Sun seemed to perk up slightly. "Yesss, Friend?" He looked frustrated, but that was exactly what 
Gregory needed. 


"What exactly would happen if I, oh, I dunno," Gregory rocked from his heels to his toes, hands 
behind his back. "Broke a buncha rules?" 


Sun looked distressed at the mention of breaking the rules, laughing and straightening the bell 
around his neck. “W-well, I’d have to put you in time out, or if you keep doing it I might have to 
ban you-” Sun paused. “...F-friend, no, you don’t want to do this.” 


Gregory began to back away from him. 


“ Friend, no! No no no, please you don t know what you ’re- ” 


Gregory tapped a barrel stack as he passed it, letting the colorful sun and moon themed 
noisemakers crash to the ground in a cacophony of noise. Surely, Sun would get upset with that, 
right? The reaction was much different than Gregory had expected, though. An overwhelming wail 
erupted out of Sun as he scrambled to pick up the barrels, trying to stack them back to how they 
were before, far too much panic in his voice to be healthy. “Oh, no, no NO! What a mess! Which 
one’s the bottom?! Which is the top?! Oh, clean up, clean up-” 


Gregory ran like there was no tomorrow. He needed to find somewhere to hide, and fast. He tried to 
think of anywhere to go, anywhere at all that might hide him well. A thought surfaced. The play 
structures! Sun shouldn’t be able to follow him in, right? He quickly darted for one of the entrances 
of the play structures, reaching for the bars on the sides. 


He screamed as something suddenly wrapped around his sides, dragging him up into the air. He 
scrambled, breath quickening as he tried to strangle Sun’s hands off of him. No, no he was so close, 
he was almost there! He almost made it! 


Sun was carrying him away from the play structure, stern and panicky. “Friend! Those take ages to 
get perfect! I'll be fixing that all night! Very naughty!” Sun seemed upset, but not enough to put 
him in time out or ban him. He’d have to do something worse, wouldn’t he? 


He was set back down carefully, and he spotted another stack of barrels just out of his reach. He 
stared at Sun for a moment. He realized there was one rule he knew he could break easily. Well, 
two. He shifted over to the barrel, Sun whimpering. “F-friend, please, you really need to stop 
doing this! I’m trying to keep you safe!” He reached out and- 


Clatter! 


Sun repeated the same panicked words. Except now, Gregory reached to a small circular piece of 
metal on the animatronic’s back, grabbing it and pulling. Sun let out a pained yelp, struggling to get 
back up as Gregory made a run for it again, straight for the desk by the doors. Maybe it would be 
safer there and he could figure out a way to get really banned. He heard Sun wail “N-new friend! 
That area is off-limits! You’re going to get us in trouble!” 


Gregory saw something new. A light switch. He recalled the last rule. What could be so dangerous 
about turning off a few lights? It wasn’t like it was dangerous here, everything was made of soft 
foam. He grunted and reached for the switch, trying to tune out the frantic begging for him to stop 
and think this through from Sun. The animatronic was really starting to annoy him, and he just 
wanted out. 


“Friend, friend please, please, no, no no nO NO I CAN’T KEEP YOU SAFE IF YOU-” 


Gregory flicked the switch, and the world went dark. 
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Chapter 3 - The Naptime Attendant 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory hadn't known what he was getting into until the animatronic that was helping him a 
moment ago turned into a vicious monster. 
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The lights powered off with a dull fwoom , sending the entire Daycare into complete black. Gregory 
was startled to see that, well, he couldn t see. At least, he couldn’t see two feet in front of him. He 
stared around, realizing that Sun had stopped moving, stopped speaking. He had wide eyes, rays 
retracted into his head partially and form hunched over and trembling. Gregory flinched as Sun 
began to scream, “No no no no NO! Why would you do that?! Lights on! Lights on! Please, turn 
them back on!” 


Gregory watched in horror as Sun let out an agonized scream. His exoskeleton began to change 
color, a small click coming from inside of his body. Golds melted into soft sky blues and charcoal 
ultramarine. The rays retracted fully, Sun screaming and garbling out whimpers and pleas for the 
lights to be turned back on. Gregory began to back away as his outfit zipped back into his 
exoskeleton, into his chest, arms, and legs, zipping back out completely different. They had turned 
into shades of blue, golden cuffs where red ones previously were, stars where stripes were situated. 
A rope descended from the starry ceiling, a long blue starred nightcap attached to the end. 


Sun stopped screaming. The jester animatronic grabbed the night cap, placing it on his head, teeth 
replaced with sharp versions of themselves. His eyes changed hue, turning seashell red with small, 
white pinpricks for eyes. He seemed to stare directly into Gregory’s soul, a small, awful giggle 
emanating from him. “ Finally, ” he giggled. “ It’s my turn to play hide and seek. ” 


Gregory felt his heart drop at the realization that this wasn’t Sun anymore. Its voice was too harsh, 
too scratchy. It felt like thousands of spiders crawling over every part of his body, into his ears, 
leaving nothing but goosebumps in their tingly wake. It rose to a proper standing position, wrists 
clicking and massive gleaming ribbons tearing from them, talons extending from its fingertips. 
Gregory let out a shriek as they reached for him. “ It’s much past your bedtime. You must be 
punished . Nighty night... ” 


Gregory began to run as fast as he could, trying not to trip and fall over the horrible padded foam 
flooring, barely visible in the pitch black. He heard a strangled giggle behind him, but nothing else. 
No footsteps followed him as he ran into one of the play structures. There were foam walls taller 
than he was that jutted out, making him zig zag to avoid them. He turned a corner, scrambling up 
foam steps. He let out heavy breaths as he tried to see anything more than two feet in front of him. 
He quickly realized how stupid it was to run away from the light switch. Surely, he could just turn 
the lights back on? 


Gregory could see a small light beyond the wall beside him, an entrance in front that he could reach 
with ease. He turned the corner, coming face to face with a small generator and a pull. It was 
powered off. He decided to save it to memory so he could come back later. He went back the way 
he came, the entire daycare freezing in the absence of light and heat. He moved to where the light 
switch was, and with a deep breath, clicked it on. 


Nothing. 


Gregory tried to flip it again, off, on, off, on, off, on. Nothing worked. He could feel himself start to 
tremble. He heard a harsh voice approaching. “ There you are. I could hear your breathing from 
the other side of the daycare... ” Gregory let out a yelp of terror, scrambling out of the way as 
one of the hundreds of ribbons was thrown at the light switch. It sounded like metal as it slammed 
into the wall, an awful scraping sound left as it was dragged back towards its master. Gregory 
bolted for the play structure again, trying to stifle every breath he could, wet tears streaming down 
his cheeks as he held his hands over his mouth. 


He went right back the way he came, realizing why there were generators there. He thought it was 
odd, but it seemed that turning the lights off also meant turning off the power temporarily. That was 
stupid, in his opinion, but he could care less as he located the small generator again. 


He reached for the pull, grabbing it in his hand and pulling sharply. The generator let out a harsh, 
grating noise as it was pulled, like someone trying to start a chainsaw. It sent horrible panic through 
every inch of his form as he realized that it wasn’t on yet. He pulled it again, hearing the quiet 


jingling of the jester approaching him, and quickly. He pulled again, the generator whirr ing to life 
and beginning to putter. He let out his breath, quickly inhaling again and covering his mouth. 


The jingling stopped, and Gregory turned around. What was before him made him stop completely. 


The ribbons were everywhere, crawling along the ground and walls like feelers trying to find their 
next meal, searching for the little brat who caused so much noise. Gregory felt like screaming, his 
hands trembling as he watched them move in a much too calculated way, tapping the ground and 
moving closer to him. He had to move out of the way. He quietly stepped over ribbon after ribbon, 
trying to not let any of them touch him. One of his shoes grazed one. 


The ribbons all stopped moving, all except for the one that the shoe touched. It snapped tight 
around his foot, pulling it in. The rest of the ribbons began to reach towards his lower leg as he bit 
his lips closed, trying not to let out a scream of terror. He reached for the shoe that had been 
grabbed, tearing it off of his foot and running the other direction. No longer was there any 
possibility that Moon could just be nice and sound mean. This thing was out to snatch him in its 
talons. 


Gregory continued his bolt, tears flooding down his cheeks. He needed to breathe, but if he 
breathed, Moon would easily find him again. He turned right, a long segment of empty hall laid out 
before him. He could see an exit on the other end, one that seemingly opened into open air. He 
began to move towards it, quickly and quietly, feeling his lungs bursting out of his chest. He needed 
to breathe; he felt like he was going to pass out if he didn’t take a breath. 


He took a slow, measured breath out, and back in. It hitched at the end with his sobs, all of the 
jingling ceasing. He covered his mouth and nose with his hands, forcing himself to continue to run 
as seemingly thousands of the little ribbons tore through the sides and ceiling of the play structure, 
all towards where he just was, slamming into each other with a loud metallic wobble. They 
sounded like aluminum, all of them now spreading through the hall and approaching his miniscule 
form. He turned at the exit, his heart pounding so loudly he could swear that someone would hear. 
There was a bridge, reaching over to the opposite play structure. It looked unstable. And yet, there 
were those damned ribbons closing in much too quickly. He had to risk it. 


Gregory bolted across the bridge, which was surprisingly more stable than he had expected, 
stumbling and catching himself. He turned into the other play structure, spotting another little red 
light. The next generator! 


He grabbed the pull, tearing it towards him with a loud, visceral snarl. He continued to do so, the 
bells returning to devour him, his eyes fully adjusted to the pitch black and yet unable to tell where 
they were coming from. He was a mouse in a glass labyrinth. The generator finally sputtered to life, 
and Gregory climbed on top of it, trying to hide from the ribbons that surely would come searching 
for him. 


Nothing did. At least, that’s what it seemed, until he looked to his side. 


There were two glowing red eyes moving in his direction, quickly gaining on the tiny space he was 
in. He could make out Moon’s shape in the darkness, contorted into an upside-down crawl, arms 
and legs in an impossible position, head somehow right-side-up. Gregory couldn’t hold in the 
shriek of terror that escaped him. He got up, scrambling past Moon as the animatronic let out a 
scratchy laugh, lunging out for him with outstretched talons. He shrieked again, scrambling through 
another foam maze, throwing himself into a small green tunnel. Everything was going wrong, 
Gregory just wanted to go back to Freddy. At least he knew the bear wasn’t going to try and murder 
him! 


Gregory tripped, sliding down the foam stairs, entire body achy and trembly, being hardly able to 
see from the tears overwhelming his features. He wanted to give up and wail, he wanted someone 
to make it stop. But nothing would happen if he did that except for his death. 


So he got back up, exhaling and inhaling, and kept going. He exited the play structure. There were 
no other paths for him to explore in that one, which meant all of the generators had to be in the 
other one. He just had to find them. 


There was the sound of bells everywhere, the occasional scrape of metal on metal making his 
eardrums ring and buzz. He darted back into the other play structure through a little blue tunnel, 
lungs bursting already. Come on, come on, just keep going! 


He spotted a way up, crawling through, vision slightly dulling and limbs growing weaker. He 
needed to breathe. He spotted the next generator close by, and he scrambled over to it, grabbing the 
pull and yanking. He took the time to breathe with the loud noise, his vision returning, 
lightheadedness exploding through his skull like a firework. He winced as the generator activated, 
holding his breath once more. 


This time, there was no Moon. No bells, no ribbons. 


Gregory slowly moved back out, not seeing the lights of any more generators to turn on on this 
level. He noticed one above him and one below him. He decided to go for the upper one first, since 
it was more readily accessible. He crawled up the foam steps behind him, reaching the uppermost 
level of the play structure easily. He moved to the fourth generator, beginning to turn it on. 


It came to life, and Gregory quickly darted down the stairs to try and reach the last one. He didn't 
even notice the ribbons at the bottom of the steps until one grazed his left arm. 


Fiery pain exploded through the arm, making Gregory cry out and panic, grabbing the arm and 
trying to pull it out of the ribbon that had ensnared it. It kept pulling, dragging him closer and 
closer, shredding his skin into ribbons like itself. He let out a strangled scream and flailed for 
solutions, grabbing Moon's hat and pulling it over his eyes. 


He then punched the animatronic in the face. It seemed to startle him enough to where the ribbons 
let go, allowing him to scramble away down the foam stairs, down and down again. He began to 
freely sob, the ribbons covering every surface. He crawled through a small connecting tunnel, the 
final generator in sight. He grabbed its pull, hearing the cackling of Moon approaching as there was 
a final growl from the generator. 


The lights shattered the darkness into nothingness, all of the ribbons retracting harshly away from 
him. He let out painful sobs, curling up into a small ball where he was, clutching his bleeding arm. 


He wanted to leave already. 


Gregory jolted as he heard someone yell. "Rulebreaker! Ohhh, I told you not to do that and you 
went and-" there was a huge gasp. It was Sun. "Oh goodness, oh no, oh no! Y-you're hurt, oh 
goodness-" 


Gregory felt Sun lift him up carefully, scooping him up to cradle him in his arms. "O-oh goodness, 
this is why you should listen! I-I have to find the bandages and- and stop the-" Gregory stared at 
Sun, trying to ignore his arm. It was almost completely numb, tingling softly. 


Sun carried him out of the play structure, his rays pulled close to his head, entire body trembling. 
He laid Gregory back down on the blue foam flooring, rushing to get the first aid kit. He came back 
with everything he needed, using a towel to create a tourniquet around his bicep. Gregory winced 
slightly. Out of anyone, he'd much rather Sun do this. He didn't have much in the way of harming 
him any more than he already was. 


Sun whimpered, eyes darting around before locking onto Gregory's Fazwatch. He undid the strap, 
and held it up to his faceplate, pressing a button. 


"...Mister Fazbear, you can take Gregory with you. I... do not feel good about taking care of him 
any longer." 


Gregory felt pity wash over him. Sun had been so excited to finally be able to take care of a little 
kid, and he had torn that hope out of his hands. He hoped that maybe he could make it up to the 
lanky animatronic, one way or another. 


But for now, he had to wait for Freddy to get here. 
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Chapter 4 - Fire Escape Follies 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory finally managed to get out of the Daycare. Now he knows that their next best bet is 
the fire escape. 
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This was most certainly the strangest situation he had ever seen, and he worked with tiny children. 
They get into all sorts of very strange situations! At least, he never imagined a little one in 
Gregory’s situation. He felt terrible for what Moon did to the little guy, and he wondered if his 
brother felt the same shame. Probably not. At least, not yet. 


The kid had explained the truth of the situation to Sun. The fact that he was alone without parents - 
goodness, Sun didn’t like that - and that he had to live on the streets - he definitely didn’t like that - 
and had to scavenge for food wherever he could to survive; all of it made Sun feel like he had to do 
something to help. 


It was then that Mr. Fazbear, a name which Sun used with the utmost respect, burst through the 
Daycare entrance, panic alight on his features. He knelt down to Gregory, picking up the small 
bandaged boy (Sun was still very proud of himself for how well he did those bandages) and hugged 
him softly. “Gregory! Are you okay? Oh dear, your arm, it’s... What happened?” 


Gregory whimpered, not wanting to dig up those awful memories of the dark play structure again. 


Sun, sympathizing with the boy, spoke up instead. “Well, he didn’t listen to me and turned off the 
lights. I told him that Moon was being glitchy, but apparently I wasn’t clear enough on what I 
meant. He... chased Gregory like he was a threat and tried to... harm him very badly. I can only 


assume he managed to get to Gregory at some point, and... that’s why his arm is all hurt. It’s also 
probably why his shoe is gone.” 


Freddy looked taken aback, confused and worried. “I thought Moon was designed to care for the 
children under its-” He was interrupted by a quiet ‘ his.’ “Ah. My deepest apologies. His care. You 
said he was... glitching out? That does not sound like a normal glitch. That sounds like a huge 
malfunction.” 


Gregory seemed to be growing more and more uncomfortable by the moment. Sun understood. 
“Er... yes. However! It goes away sometimes, and Moony goes back to his normal self! So maybe 
it'll go away forever. Either way, you both should really get going.” 


Freddy made an ‘o’ with his mouth, nodding. “Right, yes. I do suppose we should be. Come on, 
Gregory. Let’s get you out of here.” 


Sun smiled and waved, watching the pair leave. He felt something stirring inside of himself. He 
wanted to do more. The child was in danger no matter what, so he needed to do something, right? 
There was a battle of two conflicting codes going on in him, one telling him to protect the child at 
all costs, and the other telling him to get back to cleaning up and prepare the daycare for the next 
day. One was fighting a losing battle, however. 


Gregory didn’t like how this entire situation was. He hated every moment of it, and wanted to run 
and hide from it all. At least he was back with Freddy again. They were walking towards the huge 
wooden doors, prepared to leave and continue their journey. 


“WAIT!” 


Gregory and Freddy spun around, facing a fidgeting Sun whose rays were retracted partially in 
anxiety. “I- um. Well, I was thinking and I thought... You both could probably use some help, 
and... if it means keeping a kid safe, I’d do anything! So...” 


“Can I come with you both?” 


Freddy’s mouth was agape in shock, Gregory glancing between the two robots in confusion. He’d 
have to talk to Freddy about this one. It seemed unsafe, like hundreds of things could go horribly 
wrong. And yet, Gregory had promised to himself to make it up to Sun somehow for being such a 
little brat. 


Gregory felt like he could make an exception because of that. Freddy piped up, “I do not mind. 
Gregory? Are you alright with the Attendant aiding us?” 


Gregory nodded. “Yeah, he’s nice when he’s not Moon...” 


Sun looked flabbergasted. He suddenly lit up like his namesake, rays spinning in joy as he clapped 
his hands together in a stim. “While I don’t agree with your not-so-friendly comments about Moon, 
he did try and harm you, so I understand. Oh, joy! I’m so excited, I’ll finally be able to explore 
areas outside of the Daycare! Ohhhh, I can’t wait to see Chica’s Kitchen, and, and Gator Go Karts, 
and FazerBlast! I always did wonder why they named it that instead of Roxy Rayguns- Oooh, this 
is just wonderful!” 


Gregory chuckled slightly. For how annoying the Attendant could be when fretting, he couldn’t 
deny that his chipper mood was infectious. Perhaps him joining them would be a good idea after 
all. 


“Well, we must not stall any longer. Come on.” Freddy smiled at his two companions, Sun 
excitedly skipping over while Gregory clung to the bear’s sleeve. This was about to get much more 
interesting. 


The bear chuckled to himself as they all left the Daycare, moving through the long, connective path 
leading back to the entrance. The walls were doused in a sea green, neon stars all along them and 
giving the area light. Gregory thought that it would look cool if everything didn’t feel so off at the 
moment. 


They exited out of the hall and into the entrance, the statue seeming to welcome them all. Gregory 
would have smiled if it weren’t for what he saw at the bottom of the escalators. 


There was a tall, humanoid white and brown rabbit with glowing red eyes skipping around. There 
was a high pitched ring to the area, something that gave Gregory a headache and made his eyes bug 
out. He winced, pulling his hands over his ears. Freddy gave him a concerned look. “Gregory? 
What is wrong?” 


“There’s a really loud ringing noise, it’s hurting my head!” He tried, in vain, to block out the high 
pitched drone that was assaulting him and making him feel queasy. He wanted to screw his eyes 
shut and wait until it was over, but here, that was likely a death trap. 


“Wh-who’s that rabbit lady?” 


“What rabbit lady?” Freddy seemed confused, as though there wasn't a bright white rabbit (which, 
by the way, practically glowed compared to everything else) moving directly towards them. 


“*.. You don’t see her?” 


“T am afraid not. Are you sure that you’re okay?” Freddy looked concerned, like Gregory was 
hallucinating, which he was sure he wasn’t. The ringing seemed to be drilling into his eardrums, his 
vision flickering and just being... weird. 


“T believe him!” Sun piped up, grinning. “Maybe we can’t see her but he can!” 


Gregory began to panic as the rabbit moved directly towards them. He bolted, throwing himself 
into a nearby photo booth and hiding, pulling the curtains harshly over himself with a loud ' shff.' 
“Gregory,” he heard Freddy call. “Where are you going?” 


Gregory whispered into his Fazwatch, “She’s coming for me! I need to hide or she'll-!” He’s cut off 
by a sing-songy voice piercing through everything. It was talking to him. 


“Gregory...~” 


He felt his entire body shudder as the voice grazed his eardrums. It sounded like honey. Honey 
surrounded by a vicious swarm of wasps ready to sting. He hated every part of it, he wanted to tear 


it out from his ears and get it to leave him alone. He heard soft, padded footsteps approaching. 
“Come out, Gregory. I'll make it quick for you.” 


The voice was eerily familiar. He remembered someone else with that voice. Someone he had heard 
at the beginning of all of this, before he even knew who Freddy was. 


The only human walking back from Parts and Services. Officer Vanessa . 


Sun understood the assignment just in time. “Oh! Gregory! There you are, friend! Mister Fazbear, 
there he is, come on!” He heard jingling bells move away from his hiding spot, allowing him to 
breathe as he heard the footsteps stop and retreat. 


“Oh! Yes, I see him!” Freddy picked up quickly, following Sun as they left, the rabbit lady - 
Vanessa - following behind. Gregory let out a sigh of relief as he listened to the footsteps. He 
almost died on the spot when his Fazwatch vibrated. A message from Freddy! 


Gregory opened up the Fazwatch's messages, reading the one that he just received." We are leading 
her away from you. I need you to go to the Atrium. Sun and I will split up. He will meet you there. 
The Atrium is just past those elevators behind you. " 


He got up, checking past the curtain of the photo booth to be one hundred percent sure he wasn't 
heading towards his violent death, and began to move towards the elevator. He clicked the button to 
call it, a small ding! resonating through the area. That was going to be an issue, wasn't it? 


Soon, the elevator doors opened, and Gregory stepped into the empty lift. The walls were just as 
bright as the Daycare's, pastel yellow and blue. There were posters littered about on the walls, for 
all the main animatronics and the different drinks. There was only one button he could press: 
Atrium. And so, he pressed it. 


The elevator doors closed behind him, a small jingle playing through the entire elevator. He smiled 
to himself, gazing around. Then a voice came on, startling the everloving crap out of him. " What's 
a bear's favorite drink? Sodaroni! Made from 100% pepperoni. Only at Fazbear s." 


First off, Gregory thought that sounded like an awful idea. Who would make a pepperoni flavored 
soda, much less make it out of pepperoni? He wondered who would drink that. 


Then the elevator doors opened, and he stepped out. His senses were immediately assaulted by the 
blazing purples, the neon everywhere. There were mascot posters everywhere, massive television 
screens displaying product after product. He could smell far too much, but one stench was 
overpowering. The stench of sickly sweet cupcakes and pastries, the savory smell of pizza, and the 
reek of rotting food mixing together. Some smelled fresh, others smelled like they had been 
compiling and rotting for months. He had to force himself not to throw up. 


"Gregory... your parents are looking for you." 


Gregory was startled, jumping up about a foot in the air before- 


"There you are!" 


He turned, his soul practically flying out of him in horror as he saw the massive feathered 
animatronic from before charging him down, easily reaching ten or eleven feet in height, feathers 
caked in grime and food. That's what the smell was. Gregory turned back around and made a break 
for it, hearing the metal slamming into the floor, shaking it and almost making him fall. The 
footsteps were getting closer, and quickly. Gregory began to sob, it was gaining on him and he had 
nowhere to hide, he could see the bird's shadow looming, it was on top of him- 


"Up we go!" Gregory screamed again as hands wrapped around him, lifting him up into the open 
air. He heard jingling, panic searing through every sensible thought. Moon was back, he was going 
to eat him! He watched as the animatronic below looked around in confusion, letting out a "Bawk?" 


"Whoa, whoa, calm down, friend! It's just me!" Sun. Gregory wanted to sob in relief, clinging to 
Sun like a lifeline. He saw Freddy enter the Atrium through the elevator. 


Freddy first saw Chica, smiling and waving. "Oh! Chica! Hello-" Chica didn't even acknowledge 
him, as if he wasn't there. Freddy's features went from happy to painfully dejected as Chica 
continued her slow, lumbering walk away from him. She started calling for Gregory again. 


"I promise I'll give you pizza if you come out, Gregory," she called, walking down the powered off 
escalator to the floor level. Freddy watched her leave, Gregory trying as hard as he could to calm 
his pounding heart. 


Sun began to descend from above with Gregory, startling Freddy. "Oh! There you both are," his 
ears twitched in relief. "I was starting to worry that you had both gotten lost." 


Sun, ever the talkative 'bot, explained. "Well, I was just wandering around the Atrium, because my 
goodness, it's huge! It could fit almost two Daycares in it! But then I saw Gregory being chased by 
Miss Chica in a not-so-fun manner, and I had to help, and I'm glad I did! Gregory didn't look like 
he was having fun at all!" He mercifully set Gregory onto solid ground, where he shivered and 
moved closer to Freddy. 


"Chica is indeed acting strangely. I ran into the others, too, and they acted the same. I do not know 
why, but they seemed to be searching for Gregory. They knew his name." The bear scratched his 
chin in thought, Gregory's heart catching in his throat from the implications. "Either way, our next 
best option to get out would be the fire escape." 


Gregory grimaced. This was going to be quite a trip, wouldn’t it? 


Apparently, Gregory couldn't have been more right. Freddy had led them all over to an escalator, 
bringing them to the third floor of the Atrium. Sun was obviously trying not to get overly excited 
over fear of Chica hearing and tracking them all down. Gregory was grateful for that as they 
approached a large shuttered door. There was text above it in neon, labeling it “El Chips.” 


Freddy looked at Gregory. “You will need to enter El Chips. Beyond there is the East Arcade. 
There, you should find the Prize Counter, where the fire exit is. I cannot enter El Chips, and it is 
likely too dark for the Attendant to be able to follow you, so you will have to do this alone.” 
Gregory swallowed thickly, glancing towards Sun, who was feigning biting his nonexistent 
fingernails and whose rays were retracted in worry. Freddy didn’t look much better, anxiety littered 
all over his face, ears drooped. 


Gregory nodded. “Okay... I'll do it.” He got a reassuring ‘I believe in you, Superstar.’ in response, 
it being just barely enough to keep him grounded. He crawled under the shuttered door, shuddering 
out a breath as stereotypical Mexican music grazed his ears and his eyes were assaulted with greens 


and yellows and reds. He sighed, moving to the only exit he could see: more shuttered doors to one 
side of the restaurant. The entire place smelled of beans, cheese, and salsa. Perhaps some meat here 
and there, but nothing specific enough to be recognized. 


The shutter in front of him rose to allow him passage through a small connective hall. Past that, he 
quickly learned, was a massive area filled with arcade machines and neon lights. He was surprised 
to see it was overly dark, everything made less vibrant by the shadows encasing it all. He was 
partially grateful for that. He began to tread his way through the East Arcade, every sense on edge. 
There were photo booths to hide in everywhere if need be, and he was glad that there were. 


He quickly realized that there was no Prize Counter. He pulled the Fazwatch up to his mouth (it 
was very awkward to do it with his right, non-dominant hand) and spoke. “Freddy, the prize 
counter is closed!” 


The Fazwatch crackled in response, “That is unfortunate. There is likely a way through the security 
Office to the far back of the arcade. Try there.” 


Gregory heard something. Footsteps. Large, metallic footsteps, and a growl. Someone was 
speaking. “Come out, kid. I’m going to bring you back somewhere safe.” Hell no . Gregory didn’t 
want to risk it. It was obviously an animatronic, and if he were going to trust an animatronic, it 
would be either Freddy, or maybe Sun. He still wasn’t sure if he should trust the Attendant fully. He 
bolted into a photo booth, the footsteps approaching. He could hear it sniffing for him . 


He pulled his hands over his mouth, trying to stop his breath. If he knew one thing, it’s that breath 
would be one of the easier things to smell, especially since he hadn’t exactly been able to care for 
his breath beyond making sure his teeth weren’t completely rotting out of his mouth. He gritted his 
teeth together as he began to recognize the shape beyond the curtain. It had huge hair and ears 
poking out of the top of its shadow. The only other animatronic that could match those features was 
Roxanne Wolf, if he remembered correctly. 


“..Not here... You will find him. You’re the best, you absolutely will find him.” 


He watched as the shadow retreated, leaving him utterly alone again. He slowly exited the photo 
booth, moving towards the far end of the arcade. There was a small vent in the wall by the ground, 
open. He ducked down, entering the vent. It was just as cold as the first vent he had crawled 
through all the way back at the beginning of all of this. He shuddered as he shuffled his way 
through the vent. 


And then there was a loud cymbal crash from behind him, making him panic and look at what 
caused it. There was a small, pink, white, and blue animatronic with cymbals for hands behind him, 
six small legs on its torso. It had massive pitch-black eyes. It was in terrible condition, little teeth 
chattering as a melody erupted from it. Gregory yelped, forcing himself to move as quickly as 
possible through the tiny vent. He had to move quickly or it’d reach him! 


He tumbled out of the vent, crashing to the ground and groaning in pain. The music faded away as 
he realized where he was. The security office. He groaned, pulling himself up to his feet and moved 
towards the far door. He just had to leave and things would be fine. 


He slowly pushed it open, entering the prize counter. He rushed to the two large red doors reading 
“FIRE ESCAPE” and tried to open them. To his horror, they didn’t move at all. They were locked. 


“F-Freddy, they’re locked, I can’t leave through the fire escape-” He was beginning to panic now, 
feeling the tears pooling up in his eyes and preparing to fall. “It’s locked, I-” 


“Superstar, calm down. There is one more way to get the doors open, but to do that, I will need you 
to first come back to me. There should be an elevator you can use behind you, if you are still facing 
the fire escape.” 


“Okay.” 


Gregory moved towards the elevator, exhausted and ready to go home already. He then screamed 
for a brief moment as hands wrapped around his head, blocking his vision and cutting off every 
noise he tried to make. “Gotcha.” 


Chapter 5 - Lost and Found 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory has been dragged into hell, and now he really was going to get it. 


Chapter Notes 


Content warnings: 

Rapist vibes, like- seriously sexual vibes directed towards a minor. No sexual activity ahead, 
but please be warned. 

Vanny being a whore for murder 

Panic attacks and mental breakdowns 

Knives 

Violence towards a Minor 


Gregory hadn’t been expecting to be thrown roughly into a small, dark, and cramped space by the 
lady he assumed was Officer Vanessa. Her golden blonde hair and green eyes seemed to pierce into 
him so deeply it almost hurt. She held a taser up to him, and it snapped dangerously as he freely 
sobbed against the wall. She had a gun holstered on her hip, further adding to Gregory's panic. 
"You. You are going to stay right here until the police arrive in a few hours," she hissed. "And until 
then, / have a job to do. If I come back and find out you've left, I wi// find you, and it's not going to 
be fun, kid." 


With that, she turned and slammed the door, making Gregory finally spiral. He curled up, pulling 
his hands up to the sides of his head and yanking at his short, fluffy hair. He was so close, he almost 
made it back to Freddy and then he'd be safe! That’s when it clicked. Freddy, he could call Freddy 
and tell him where he was- 


But when Gregory looked down at his wrist, he realized that wouldn’t be possible. His Fazwatch’s 
screen had been shattered, and as he frantically tried to turn it on, it didn’t. He realized that he 
wouldn’t be able to leave the cramped, pitch-black room he had found himself in. His will to keep 
trying to escape dissolved in an instant. He didn't wail. Instead, he simply curled up and let the tears 
fall. 


He wanted to go back home and see the kindly elderly lady that used to let him in on bad days, 
never questioning the bruises littering his body or how unkempt he was. She always would ask if 


he wanted tea or cookies, and let him play with her cat, Snickers. She passed away a while back, 
leaving Gregory with one less safe place amongst all of the abuse he had to endure at home. Maybe 
at the end of the night, he’d be dead and he’d see her again. Then again, that seemed like wishful 
thinking. Maybe he would just end up back on the streets with no shelter in sight. That’s what 
started it all. Because he, a stupid little kid, was cold and climbed through a vent. Now, he had no 
hope of escaping the hell he was in. 


Maybe one of these days he wouldn’t feel like he should have died ages ago. Maybe his mother 
should have gone through with trying to drown him in the sink as a baby, maybe, just maybe, it 
would have kept him from being the little brat he was now. Maybe his father should have thrown 
him out like he said he would so many times, left him to starve before he could take care of 
himself. It wasn’t until a neighbor noticed Gregory's constant bruising and child protective services 
were called that things really got horrible. 


His parents were arrested, and since there were no living grandparents to place him with, Gregory 
was placed in the foster system. He lost any consistency he could have had in his life, being held 
back from school repeatedly and placed into a small family with one child. The father was violent, 
usually intoxicated, and hated him aggressively. The mother would often ignore that Gregory 
needed food, leaving him hungry most nights, unable to make his own food with the cabinets 
locked up. And his “sibling” would tease and taunt him constantly, God, he hated - 


He was thrown out of his thoughts as a sound grazed his eardrums. The ringing. It was back, slowly 
approaching and getting louder. He realized quickly that he had nowhere to run other than the few 
boxes strewn around the room. He let out a scream as there was a slam on the door, and he looked, 
only to see that Vanessa was back. Except, this time, she was in that stupid rabbit costume that had 
bloodstains in it. “ Hello, Gregory. Vanny’s back for some fun. ” 


Freddy had been patiently waiting for Gregory for the past... Well, based on the time, it had been 
almost an hour. Sun had lost all sensibility at this point, pulling on his rays and making them 
crinkle. "Oh goodness, oh goodness, I knew this was a bad idea- what if he fell and got hurt or- or-" 


"Attendant, please calm down," Freddy responded, trying his best to soothe the panicking robot. 
"I'm sure Gregory is okay. I'll locate him using his Fazwatch." 


Freddy then realized with a horrible sinking feeling that the Fazwatch wasn't giving off a signal. 
Not anymore. The most recently detected location was sent thirty minutes or so before and wasn't 
anywhere close to where Gregory should have been, either. 


They had to find him, and now. Something was clearly amiss. 


"Sun, you may be onto something. Come on, the signal was last sent near the Daycare." 


"A-all the way back there?!" Sun yelped, seeming to somehow panic even more. "Oh, goodness, we 
have to go now!" 


Freddy and Sun began to follow the last received signal, the full knowledge that something strange 
had occurred being at the forefront of their minds. 


Vanny opened the door of the room. As she did, Gregory bolted, hiding behind one of the many 
boxes. He heard the door click shut and lock, a horrible silence covering them like a blanket 
wrapped around their heads, suffocating and harsh. He heard her shift, soft footsteps being the only 
noise breaking the stillness. "Come on out, Gregory. I promise I don't bite too hard." 


Gregory wanted to die. Or vomit. Or cry. Maybe not in that order. He tried to stay as quiet as 
possible, crawling from his spot to search for anywhere else to go. He bumped into something, the 
quiet clatter making him reel in panic. 


"...There you are." 


Gregory got up, trying to throw himself away. He saw Vanny lunge towards him, a knife in hand, 
the other hand poised with fingers ready to tear into his throat. His throat closed, unable to tear a 
scream out from his lips as he had to throw himself to the ground just to get out of the way. He 
landed roughly, the side he landed on aching from the impact. Tears kept falling. Gregory felt 
pathetic. 


He choked back a sob as Vanny regained her composure. She'd catch him, he knew that already. He 
had nowhere to hide and was at several disadvantages, including being in pain. He tried to scramble 
away, limbs screaming at him to stop and rest for just a moment. 


He let out a shriek as he felt hands wrap around his throat and he was forced to the ground, forced 
to stare up at Vanny as she held her blade up to his cheek. She smelled like rotting roadkill and 
dried blood, making Gregory even more horrified at the realization that this wasn't her first time 
doing this. He was smelling other children she had slaughtered. She applied pressure to his cheek 
as she spoke. "This game of cat and mouse has been fun, Gregory, but..." she let out a chuckle and 
squeezed his throat, Gregory's fingers trying in vain to claw at her hand, vision blurring. He 
coughed and gagged as she relented, his head spinning. "I'll admit. You're one of the cutest ones 
I've had the pleasure of killing before, and I'm just dying to get to the real fun part." 


Gregory wanted to throw up the little food he had in his system. Vanny chuckled. "Although now 
you look even cuter, all scared like that. I wonder how much cuter you'll look when the light is 
leaving your eyes." The knife was dragged down his cheek slightly, leaving a line of blood. 


Gregory did the only thing he could do. He prepared himself and threw his leg up. It landed right in 
Vanessa's crotch, making her pause for long enough for him to pull back and punch her in the 
throat. She reeled back, coughing, and released Gregory for just a few moments. He took the 
opportunity to run, slamming his entire body into the door. 


It didn't budge. He began to scream. "FREDDY! SUN! PLEASE ANYONE, I- I'M HERE! PLEASE, 
I NEED YOU-" 


Vanny growled and recovered, rubbing her throat. She wasn't going to let her prey escape just yet. 


"PLEASE," Gregory felt his voice break. "PLEASE SHE'S GONNA-" 


His shirt collar was grabbed by Vanny, thrust up against his throat and cutting off his oxygen for a 
moment. As she did, the door opened. Vanny seemed startled for a moment as the person who 
opened the door shifted their broad shoulders in. "Gregory?" 


She tossed Gregory onto the ground, dropping her blade. "Unfortunately, we'll have to play later," 
she whispered. "It's a shame that I didn't break that idiotic watch of yours sooner. Then maybe we 


could have had more fun before your friend came and ruined it. After all, we can’t have witnesses, 
and you have no proof that I even exist ." 


Gregory let out weak, spastic coughs and sobs as she stepped away, morphing into the darkness 
around her. The figure in the doorway crouched down. "Gregory! Sun was worried about you, and I 
was trying to reassure him when I noticed that your Fazwatch signal had vanished around this area. 
So we came as fast as we could and heard you screaming. Are you okay, super-" He was cut off 
when Gregory threw himself at the bear, his shame overpowered by the need for comfort. He freely 
sobbed while he hugged Freddy, barely able to put together a coherent word beyond his tears. 
Freddy hushed him quietly, trying to soothe the sobbing child. 


Sun poked his head in. "Oh my stars, Gregory! Thank goodness, you're-" he suddenly panicked. 
"OH NO, YOU'RE HURT!" 


"Sun, it will be okay. Let him calm down first,” Freddy recommended to Sun. “When he’s calm, 
we'll go from there." 


9:03 P.M. 


It had been almost half an hour before Gregory was in a state to speak. He slowly explained that the 
rabbit lady, Vanessa or 'Vanny,' as he called her, had cornered him in the room. The 'room' in 
question was lost and found. Freddy grew more and more concerned as the pieces lined up. He 
didn't want to believe that Vanessa would say those things, do those things - much less to a child. 
And yet... 


Gregory wouldn't be breaking down if it was nothing, would he? 


Freddy sighed, pulling Gregory into an embrace. "Gregory, I want you to listen to me. We may not 
be able to get you out just yet, but there is one last way to get you out of here. You will have to test 
run all of the attractions to open the doors for about thirty minutes. Once they're all tested, we can 
get you out of here. Chica's kitchen will likely be our best first option." He nodded to Sun, who 
yelped. 


"Uh- Yeah! Absolutely! We'll get you out safe and sound!" Sun seemed to be trying to stay calm, 
but there was a franticness in every action that Freddy couldn't miss. This could easily go 
horrifically wrong very quickly. 


Chapter 6 - Little Kitchen of Horrors 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory has to complete Chica's attraction. Unfortunately for them both, this is about to go 
horribly awry. 


Chapter Notes 


TW: 
Violence, severe hunger, suggested ED, panic attacks, and violence towards a child (you know 
what fandom you're in.) 


Gregory hadn’t been expecting to find the kitchen entrance to be an enormous, colorful area with 
painted sprinkles littering the walls and pizza slice decals placed every which way he looked. It 
seemed like everything was covered in sweets, pastries, pasta, and pizzas. It was a diner, he 
realized. One for parents who wanted to taste what their children had made with Chica. It made 
Gregory’s stomach grumble, groaning for Gregory to get anything into it. Freddy had told Gregory 
everything that he needed to know about the kitchen, and what to do once he had arrived there. He 
began to move towards the metal double door placed at the back of the kitchen. 


The moment he entered, he was overwhelmed by the same smell as before: myriads of cake and 
chocolate, the smell of freshly baked goods from the day before, pizza and pasta and burgers mixed 
into it. He felt his stomach grumble. He was so hungry . It just kept reminding him of what he was 
missing. He moved towards the small menu posted on a counter, a small tablet listing the options 
for kids to make. They had all considered their options before Gregory had entered, and had 
concluded that cheese pizza would be the easiest (and fastest) thing that Gregory could make, 
despite Sun’s wishes to go back to the safety of the Daycare instead. He shivered as he picked the 
pizza, and the menu printed out a small piece of paper, about the size of a standard receipt. It had 
instructions on it for how to make a simple cheese pizza. 


He took a deep breath, grabbed the paper, and moved to the next door. He opened it, immediately 
getting blasted by frigid air, making him shudder. He needed to grab the ingredients before he 
froze. He grabbed the dough, a jar of marinara sauce, and a bag of cheese. He knew that this would 
probably be barely enough, but he’d have to make do. He exited the fridge, entering the main 
kitchen where he would have to put it all together. 


The stench was horrid. It was all of the comforting smells from before, except now with the added 
odor of rot, mixing into the sweet and savory scents of fresh food and clinging to everything. 
Gregory felt himself involuntarily gag, making him pull his good arm over his mouth and nose to 
try and keep himself from vomiting on the ground. He realized what exactly was contributing so 
heavily to the smell. There was a trash compactor, powered off with grime and rotten food caked to 
it, some actively falling off of the top piston and landing with splats on the bottom. It made 
Gregory feel ill. He could hear the second cause of the smell. There was chewing nearby, all the 
way on the other side of the kitchen. He saw Chica there, hunched over a pile of reeking garbage, 
shoving fistfuls of the vile substance into her beak. She sounded like she was sobbing. 


“Why don’t I feel full yet? I’ve eaten so much, please, please I-” a hiccup. “I just want to feel 
full... Why... why am I still so hungry ...?” Gregory felt chills run up and down his back as she 
sobbed and begged for the food she was eating to fill her stomach instead of making her more and 
more hungry with every bite. He knew that he had to start now, while she was still eating and 
distracted. The chewing was so loud that he could be louder than he had to be in the Daycare, but 
something told him that being caught would be a horrible mistake. 


He placed the ingredients on the counter, tensing up as they let out a clinking noise. He grabbed the 
dough, nervously beginning to unwrap the plastic surrounding the ball of goodness. It made so 
much noise like the act was creating a blaring siren screaming “Hey! I’m right here, come chomp 
my head off!” right in his ears. He half expected Chica to materialize behind him and murder him 
right then and there. 


And yet, Chica hadn’t moved at all. He placed the dough ball on the counter before he turned to 
grab a rolling pin from the counter behind him. Chica stopped eating for a brief moment as his 
shoes squeaked on the tile. He froze. He expected to hear her footsteps moving towards him, 
thundering so loudly he would feel it in his chest like a drum, but they never came. Instead, she 
went back to eating, the chomping and crunching continuing in the darkness. He wanted to cry in 
relief, but he couldn't. He wasn’t free yet. He still had much more to do. He grabbed the rolling pin, 
turning back around much more carefully this time, and began to roll out the dough. He felt 
uncoordinated and silly as he did so, not fully sure of himself and if he was doing this correctly. 
Even if he wasn’t, it wouldn’t matter, would it? He just needed to make the damned pizza and he 
could go back to Freddy and Sun. 


He slowly put the rolling pin back, every movement controlled and careful. He couldn’t risk 
making a noise. He exhaled as he placed it back right where it was before, moving slowly back to 
complete the next task. Opening the marinara sauce. He grimaced as he grabbed the glass jar filled 
with the tomato paste, unsure of how he should go about opening it with only one good arm. He 
placed his weaker, injured left hand on the jar, the other hand wrapping around the lid. He began to 
twist, trying not to grunt from the effort. He knew it shouldn’t have been that hard, but his arm was 
making it difficult anyways. He scowled as it defied him, struggling against the urge to pant and 
give up entirely. He finally managed to twist the lid off with a quiet pop! He placed the lid on the 
counter. 


His heart dropped when it made a clatter much louder than the chewing. He knew he needed to 
hide. He panicked, looking around and spotting a cabinet nearby. He heard the chewing stop as he 
darted for it, opening it and crawling inside as quietly as possible. He slowly closed the cabinet 
door, holding his breath as he heard her speak. “...I thought I heard someone...” He could feel her 
footsteps as she began to circle the kitchen, Gregory’s lungs screaming for him to take a breath in 
the stuffy cabinet. “Hm... must have just heard things. Oh, Chica, you really should get that 
checked...” 


He heard her crouch down and begin her ravenous eating once more, finally allowing Gregory to 
take a huge breath. He slowly climbed back out of the cabinet, moving back over to where he was 
stationed previously. He grabbed a wooden spoon, deciding to pour the marinara directly onto the 
pizza and spread it with the spoon. He set the spoon down beside the pizza, alongside the jar. He 
decided not to close it. 


He now needed to open up the bag of cheese. He picked it up, realizing immediately that it would 
crinkle loudly if he tried to open it. And yet, he had to. He prepared himself, biting one half and 
using his right hand to grab the other, the bag crinkling in protest as he pulled it open. It opened 
with a small pop. Gregory didn’t pause, he set it down on the counter and crawled into the storage 
space under it, closing the door shut as he heard those awful heavy taloned feet approach his hiding 
spot. “...Okay, something weird is going on. Maybe there’s a mouse I need to report to 
management.” She circled the kitchen again, Gregory’s body trembling from the effort to stay quiet 
and unseen. He heard her soon crouch back down and continue eating, although she seemed to keep 
pausing. 


He exited the cabinets, sprinkled the cheese onto the pizza, and picked it up. He slowly brought his 
creation around the kitchen island, pausing every time Chica’s chewing did. He slowly opened up 
the oven, placing the pizza on top of the small wooden surface placed inside to make sure the pizza 
would cook evenly. Or, at least that’s what Gregory thought it was for. He slowly and carefully 
closed the oven and turned it on while Chica was mid-chew, exhaling a breath of relief. He grabbed 
the small crank timer he could see, turning it to 35 minutes. The sound was grating, a small click- 
click-click-click in the silence. He heard her get up, and he threw himself back into the cabinet in 
terror. She began to walk around again. “Who’s there? Is someone playing tricks on me?” Gregory 
felt his terror build and build as she continued to walk around, much longer than before. “I know 
someone’s there. Please, come out...” 


“Where are you hiding,” she cooed. “I just want to make sure I’m not going crazy...” Gregory 
trembled as he heard her circle a bit, stopping periodically and opening cabinet after cabinet. 
“Nope... not in here, either!” 


He needed to escape, he needed to get out of there now ! The cabinet opened in front of him, two 
purple glowing eyes piercing into him like a skewer, a beak covered in grime and food, still open 
and prepared to crush any unfortunate food caught inside. “There you are! Oh, and you look like 
the perfect snack too!” 


He scrambled out of the other side of the cabinet as Chica’s talons closed around the air where he 
was. He forced himself to his feet, tears beginning to fall down his cheeks as she got back up, 
giggling. “Gregory... I’m really, really hungry. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind being my next meal.” 
She was much too quick as she circled the counter to be in line with him. He was panicking, she 
was going to catch up easily. He realized what was in front of him. The trash compactor. He didn’t 
have time to think about what he was doing, only throwing himself to the side as Chica came 
crashing down on top of where he was, letting out a squawk of confusion as she couldn’t regain her 
control and fell into the trash compactor. 


She regained her bearings, reaching for Gregory and laughing, a horrible screeching noise. Gregory 
didn’t think. He just slammed the start button on the compactor. 


There was a horrible crunch and slam as the top piston slammed into Chica. Her laughter turned 
into a horrid scream as it crushed harder and harder, trying its hardest to turn the object under it into 
a compact pile. It opened again, Chica screaming and reaching for him again as the side piston 
slammed into her again, crushing her the other way. He watched as an eye popped out of its socket, 
trembling as the voice turned into a weak gargle. And then her beak flew off, clattering to the 
ground noisily. 


The pistons retracted back, leaving the animatronic in a heaping pile. Gregory was frozen, waiting 
for her to get up and murder him for what he had done. But she didn’t. He realized that she had 
powered off, her eye dull and unlit. 


He slowly registered what he had just done. He might have just killed her. She was Freddy’s friend, 
how could he have done this? He started to feel the world around him fade into background noise, 
everything was too loud. He hurt her. He hurt Freddy's friend . Freddy would find out and leave 
him to die like the little parasite he is - like he deserves because he can’t seem to learn how to not 
hurt everyone around him. He curled up tightly, letting out sobs as he hyperventilated. At this point, 
maybe Vanny killing him would be a good thing. Maybe she should already because he deserved it. 
He knew that he did. He could never tell Sun, either. Sun admired Freddy and the other three, he 
would hate Gregory for harming her, for doing this to her. He maimed her. 


Gregory didn’t know how long exactly he sat there, thoughts pulling him deeper and deeper into his 
despair, tears spilling down his cheeks and breathing quick and spastic. He was aggressively 
thrown out of the spiral by a loud ringing. The alarm had gone off. Gregory’s pizza was done. 


He sat there for a minute, slowly forced himself up onto his feet and trudged over to the oven. He 
slowly turned it off, opened it, placed the pizza on the counter, and rang the small order bell. There 
was a small tune that played, drowned out by the dread forcing its way into every pore of him. 
Gregory knew, no matter what he tried, that he couldn’t fix what he just did. 


Chapter 7 - A Moment to Breathe 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory, Sun, and Freddy all take a moment to breathe. Under such emotional stress, they do 
indeed need a bit of a breather, after all. 


Chapter Notes 


The themes for this chapter include: 
Dissociation 

PTSD flashbacks 

Obvious trauma 

Self-hate thoughts 


“T did it.” 


The two animatronics turned to face the small, auburn-haired boy in concern. The jester beside the 
bear leaped in joy and gently tackled the small boy. “Oh thank the stars you’re alright! I was 
starting to get worried when you were there for longer than expected and,” he took a huge breath. 
“Well, I’m just super duper glad you’re okay, sunshine!” 


Gregory must have made a face because Freddy said, “Sun, you’re smothering him,” and crossed 
his arms, slightly stern. 


Sun practically panicked. “Oh!” he exclaimed. “Sorry, sorry! I was just so relieved!” 


Gregory nodded. “It’s fine.” 


“Superstar,” Freddy sounded concerned. “Are you alright? You do not sound very well. Are you 
ill?” Gregory couldn’t possibly tell Freddy what happened. He can’t tell him that he damaged 
Chica, possibly beyond repair and just left her there to rot. Freddy would never forgive him if he 
knew! 


And so, Gregory simply nodded, gave a soft “Yeah, I’ll be fine.” and stared at the ground. 


There was an awful silence for a few moments, not even Sun’s jingling breaking the still air. At 
least, until he shattered it with his voice. “Oh, I know! I can hear it from here, you’re hungry!” At 
Gregory’s confused look, he clarified. “Well, you see, I’m programmed to be able to easily tell 
when little ones are hungry so I can bring them snacks! And goodness, you are awfully hungry! 
When...” his rays pulled in slightly. “When was the last time you ate properly?” 


Gregory flinched, pulling the thin blue and yellow jacket closer to himself in shame. “Um...” he 
tried to remember. He had that bag of chips from the dumpster a few days back... and that piece of 
a breakfast bar that someone had thrown away last week... the last time he got a complete meal 
was when someone offered him theirs. “About two weeks ago?” 


Sun immediately panicked. “Oh goodness, that won’t do! We need to get you food right away!” 


Gregory didn't have the energy to object. He had to admit that he was hungry, and going much 
longer without proper food could prove fatal. Freddy smiled. "Well, there are many restaurants here 
in the Pizzaplex, and I have free food passes for special VIP guests." Gregory nodded slowly, the 
world beginning to go back into the background of his mind. 


They were speaking. The other two conversed, Gregory holding onto Freddy and stumbling along, 
eyes trained on the ground. Everything felt far away, as though he were under piles upon piles of 
blankets, cutting off the outside world from his mind. They led him up a set of stairs, turned a 
corner, and entered a small restaurant. He could smell something that he couldn't quite put his 
finger on, the ground now orange tiles instead of shiny violet. He heard Freddy say something. And 
then again, louder this time. And then- 


"Superstar?" Gregory stared at the bear in front of him, finally having snapped out of it. "I could 
not get your attention despite calling for you multiple times. Are you sure you are feeling well?" 


Gregory sighed. "I think I'm just hungry. Really, I'm okay." 


Freddy didn't look very convinced, brows furrowed in anxiety. "...Alright, if you say so. Well, 
either way, welcome to the Faz-Pad. It is a small café that doubles as a restaurant." He gave 
Gregory a smile - as though he could have possibly deserved it - and handed him a small menu. 


There weren't too many options available on the small menu, all themed around the main cast 
and... Moondrop. Gregory shuddered as he remembered the awful animatronic, the ribbons closing 
in, God, he needed to breathe, he couldn't breathe or he'd hear him he can't breathe, he can't make 
a noise or she'll hear him and come to eat him- 


"Friend," a hand on his shoulder. "You seem like you're panicking, are- are you alright?" Gregory 
stared at Sun, only now having realized that he was hyperventilating. 


He pulled his arm over his face, rubbing the shameful tears away, because strong boys don't cry 
unless there's something to cry about , and muttered a quiet "Sorry, Mr. Sun." 


"Oh, no," Sun cried. "No, don't apologize! I simply wanted to know if you were okay! Please, 
there's no need for 'sorry!"" 


Gregory still felt like he had to apologize, he always had to apologize, because he should be sorry 
that he even existed in the first place like the rat he was. He nodded slowly, reading the list. There 
was pra ram Roxy, Chica tikka masala, pepperoni curry, Freddy fried rice, Masa-Moondrop curry, 
meatloaf sandwich, and Pad see you! on the menu, and Gregory had to thoroughly think. What 
would he eat? 


He decided to pick the least unknown meal. Fried rice. "Um... I'll just have the Freddy fried rice." 
He looked down at the ground, his tension slowly releasing. As it did, he felt his eyes grow heavy, 
his stomach in awful pain from starvation, every sense dulling to an ache in the background. 
Freddy had said something as Sun pulled Gregory over to a table, sitting down beside him. Gregory 
didn't flinch when Sun's hand laid itself on his back, rubbing small circles into it in an attempt to 
comfort the boy. 


Gregory couldn't take it anymore. He felt a pressure build behind his eyes, the edges of his lips 
pulling away from each other. He quivered as a sob escaped his lips, tears falling again. Sun didn't 
stop rubbing his back as Gregory pulled his arms around his head and sobbed into the table so hard 
that his nose ran. He just kept sobbing . 


"Why," he pleaded to nobody in particular. "Is this even happening? I just-" He couldn't finish the 
sentence as it was torn away from him in a powerful sob. 


"Shh," Sun was uncharacteristically quiet, still caressing Gregory's back in circles. "It's okay, just... 
let it out." 


Gregory didn't hear Freddy come back. The only reason he knew that he had was the smell of warm 
rice and egg. He slowly lifted his head, fully expecting Freddy to snap at him and tell him to stop 
being a sniveling little bitch and eat his food. 


But he didn't. No, instead, he gave him a look of patient concern. "You do not need to tell me what 
is wrong, but please do eat. I am not surprised that you are not doing very well, considering the 
stress of the situation." 


Gregory could hardly understand what the bear was saying through the headache now crushing his 
brain, mumbling a "ffank hyou" and grabbing the plate of fried rice which had been molded into the 
shape of a bear. He was about to grab it in his hands and shovel it into his mouth before a yellow 
hand thrust a plastic fork in front of him. 


He took the spoon, grateful for the silence between them. It was strangely comfortable, despite the 
air of worry and anxiety. He used the fork to shovel some rice down his gullet, yelping as it burned 
the roof of his mouth. Freddy let out a chuckle while Sun panicked. Gregory forced himself to 
swallow, relieved to finally have anything in his stomach. Sun had gotten up to grab the only drink 
available, Fizzy Faz, and handed a can to Gregory. He opened it, drinking as much as he could, 
coughing out yet another thanks to Sun mid-breath. 


"Well, of course, sunshine!" His rays spun in joy as he made a happy noise akin to a quiet squeal. 


Gregory chuckled, before turning back and scarfing down the rest of the rice. He heard a "Slow 
down, superstar, I do not want you to choke!" from Freddy, but at that point, he had just about 
finished. 


He hadn't had a meal in so /ong . It felt good to finally have some food inside his belly, something 
to keep the painful pangs of hunger at bay for a while longer. 


He and the other two sat in comfortable silence for a while longer, simply allowing Gregory's food 
to settle in his stomach before they continued. 


It was perhaps ten minutes before Gregory was snapped back out of his blank stare at nothing. 
"Superstar, are you ready to go?" 


Gregory felt his heart drop. Of course . He couldn't just hide in a stupid restaurant all night. They 
had to keep going. He was honestly starting to feel that Sun was right about all of this being a 
horrible idea and that they should all just wait it out at the Daycare. 


But, then Vanessa would find Gregory. Possibly Vanny too. Gregory whimpered at the thought, 
realizing just how little of a choice he truly had, how he was just being dragged along in this awful 
place. 


"Yeah. I'm ready." 


Chapter 8 - Blasting into Madness 


Chapter Summary 


At their next stop, FazerBlast, Gregory and co. end up having no fun at all. 


Chapter Notes 


The themes for this chapter include: 

Language 

Apparent death of a major character 

Roxy 

Violence against a minor (You know what fandom you're in 
Vanny being icky towards a minor 

Overall just lots of violence in this one 


“ Welcome, Space Cadet!” 


The voice shredded into his ears as it explained the story of whatever this game was about. He 
wanted to just go back to the Faz Pad and sleep in the comfort of the others, but he couldn’t. He 
had to finish what he started, didn’t he? He took a sharp breath in. At least he had Sun. Freddy still 
couldn’t join them due to his size, but Sun was flexible and thin, and the area was just bright 
enough to keep Moon at bay. 


Speaking of Sun, he bounced on his toes, rays spinning in joy as he flung his hands up and down. 
“Ohbhh, I’m so excited! I’ve never played FazerBlast!” Gregory didn’t share the same excited 
feelings as Sun. Instead, he felt like he was about to throw up the rice he ate less than an hour ago. 


Gregory didn’t know if he should be worried or not about what was to transpire. Either way, they 
had a job to do. They began to move towards the suit-up station, grabbing the specialized green and 
black vests in their sizes. Attached to it was a small laser gun called a FazerBlaster if he 
remembered correctly. Sun’s rays pulled in and he unclipped his neck ruffle to pull the vest on over 
his torso. He clipped the ruffle back on, grinning widely. 


"Well then, space cadet, " Sun playfully chided. "Let's go recapture the enemy base!" 


Gregory felt his tension release slightly as Sun's excitement infected his mood. Maybe this time, he 
could actually have fun instead of being chased to death. 


They entered the elevator, Sun patting Gregory on the head. "We'll beat those aliens together, 
sunshine!" Gregory wished that he had that confidence. 


He and Sun exited the elevator. The game area was mostly black walls and floor, with bright neon 
green strips running along the corners of each. Gregory quickly realized that the place was like a 


maze. Everything was weirdly well-lit. Sun seemed excited as he turned to Gregory. "We stick 
together, claim the flags, and then we win! It'll be a piece of cake!" Gregory smiled at Sun weakly. 


A voice erupted from the speakers above, startling both boy and animatronic alike. 


"The Aliens have captured a base!" 


What did it mean, “The Aliens have captured a base?” From what Gregory understood, the Alien 
team should be empty . It dawned on him that he and Sun must not have been the only ones there. 
Someone else was playing on the enemy side. He looked around quickly, realizing that he had to 
find the next flag as soon as possible. He saw a ramp and decided that it would be his best bet. 


He turned on his heels, sprinting towards the ramp. He heard Sun yell, "Gregory, wait! We 
shouldn't separate!" Gregory didn't fully register it, panic overcoming every sense because someone 
else was here as he tumbled around the plastic walls and foam flooring. There was a red flag in the 
middle of the area, on the same level he was on. He let out a cry of relief as he aimed with his 
FazerBlaster and shot the flag once it was in range. He heard the characteristic jingling following 
right behind him as the flag turned a powered-down black. It then sparked back to life, a lime green 
replacing it. 


"You have captured a flag! Now defend." 


Gregory didn't have time to register what it meant by ‘defend.’ Instead, there was a loud slam 
behind him that made him fall onto his face. He groaned, pulling himself up to face what had 
created the noise, coming face-to-face with Roxanne Wolf, teeth bared in a snarl. She lunged 
towards him, and Gregory shut his eyes in preparation for the blow. The one that would tear his 
intestines out and leave him broken and bleeding on the ground. 


Yet it didn’t come. He heard a crash, and when he opened his eyes, he watched in horror as 
Roxanne stood over Sun. “Roxy? Friend, what are-” 


The words were cut off by a blood-curdling scream that devolved into glitched garbles, piercing 
through everything except for the sharp sound of metal cutting into metal. Gregory couldn’t move, 
body frozen in awful horror as he watched Sun’s torso get shredded under Roxy’s claws. She 
grabbed the ruffle in her sharp jaws, throwing Sun around like a dog toy. She threw him to the side 
and locked eyes with Gregory again. 


Sun didn’t move from where he landed. 


“Oh, poor Gregory...” Vanny’s voice, right behind him. He felt her pull a finger past his jawline 
and down the side of his neck. He couldn’t move, no matter how hard he tried to get his body to 
cooperate. “You just don’t seem to realize how fucked you are. It’s adorable, watching you struggle 
to stay strong. Too bad the Attendant was in the way of dear Roxanne.” Gregory felt rage bubble up 
in his chest, hand clenching into a fist around the FazerBlaster. He watched as Vanny rounded him, 
stepping beside Roxanne. He wanted to shoot her in the head, to watch her fall to the ground and 
never get up. She scratched behind Roxy’s ears, making the wolf animatronic lean into the petting 
and wag her tail. 


“Alright girl. Now fetch. ” 


Gregory scrambled out of the way as the massive animatronic lunged for his precise location, jaws 
opened to try and close around any part of his body that was still there. He couldn’t catch his breath 
as he catapulted through the maze-like structure of the arena, listening as Roxy crashed into wall 
after wall, claws shredding things into bits in her pursuit. He soon realized that he was running in 
circles, the distance between the two closing until she paused, preparing to launch herself toward 
Gregory. She let out a snarl and pounced forward, claws reaching out for the boy in front of her. 
The wolf crashed down on top of Gregory, a scream tearing from his throat as the claws grazed his 
sides. 


He threw the FazerBlaster up in a blind panic, shooting at the wolf’s face. She let out a shriek of 
pain, releasing him and stumbling back and forth for a solid few moments, enough for Gregory to 
scramble away while she was still reeling. He realized what he had done: he had blinded her 
temporarily. He could just keep blinding her until she stopped chasing him, right? Maybe then she 
would give up and leave him alone. 


But how? She would catch up, shooting her in the eyes wouldn’t do anything except delay his 
inevitable death. She was right behind him anyways. He had to do something now before she dug 
her fangs into his throat. He threw himself off the side of the platform he was on, crashing painfully 
to the ground below, limbs flailing as he tried to right himself so he wouldn’t fall on his face and 
failing. 


Roxanne slammed to the ground in front of him, much more calculated and prepared for the 
landing than he had been. She slowly stalked towards him like a coyote on the hunt, eyes fixed on 
his puny, lone form. He raised his arm, aiming the FazerBlaster at her with a trembling sob of fear. 
She launched herself at him, teeth bared and ready to dig directly into his neck as he pulled the 


trigger, the flash of light making even Gregory’s eyesight overexposed from the ferocity. She reeled 
back again, claws redirecting towards her eyes and shredding, the awful screech of metal on metal 
echoing through the space. 


Gregory didn’t stop, she would slaughter him the moment she regained her vision. He continued to 
fire the FazerBlaster into her eyes, over and over again as she screamed, tumbling backward and 
clawing at her face in agony. As the red beam hit her plastic eyes, something popped. He could hear 
the sound of crackling electricity as something in them short-circuited, and a sharp blue flash 
illuminated her eyes for a split second. Gregory could smell something burning. He ceased fire, a 
pit opening in his gut as he realized with horror that the fur around her eyes had burst into flame, 
melting to cover her broken sockets. She looked around, wailing, “MY EYES, I CAN’T SEE! IT’S 
BURNED! MY BEAUTIFUL FACE IS BURNED!” 


“WHERE’S THE BRAT THAT DID THIS?! WHERE DID HE GO?!” He began to slowly crawl 
away from her, his clothes creating a stark shuffling noise on the foam floor. She turned towards 
him in the very same instant. “ There. ” 


She began to blindly charge for Gregory as he screamed, forcing him to get back up and run, body 
screaming for him to stop. She threw herself into a wall, letting out a yelp and a whimper, trying to 
regain her footing, tail and claws lashing out for a solid surface. Gregory stumbled up a ramp, 
running back towards the center of the arena. He heard Roxy charge up the ramp after him, and he 
turned to see her charge directly off of the side, crashing loudly to the ground with a sickening 
clang. 


He stopped, waiting to hear her get up and continue searching for the little brat that melted her eyes 
off. And yet, there was nothing. Nothing except for silence. Gregory felt his heart racing, every part 
of him was still prepared to run as far away as possible from this place. Except, there was one more 
thing that he had to do. 


Sun. He had to find him. Gregory felt the tears threaten to fall from his face again as he ran towards 
the middle flag, falling to his knees and staring at the yellow and cream animatronic’s face. His 
eyes were still glowing. 


“Ts...” Gregory felt his heart burst out of his chest in relief. “Is she gone? Is it safe to get up, 
sunshine?” Gregory didn’t answer, throwing his arms around Sun and sobbing as the jester sat up. 
“Sorry for scaring you, sunshine. It took a lot to not immediately power down.” 


Gregory didn’t stop sobbing, relief coming out in a laugh that broke through the still air of the 
attraction. Sun patted his back. “Hey, hey, it’s okay. I’ll be okay, I just need some repairs later. For 
now, let’s get that last flag. Shall we?” 


Gregory nodded, sniffling and attempting to rub the tears out of his eyes. Sun slowly rose to his 
feet, Gregory following suit. The next stop would be Gator Go-Karts, and there was no way that 
Sun would be able to follow him in this time, was there? He shuddered as Sun fired the shot at the 
last flag, the speakers chiming. “You have defeated the alien army! Great job, Space Cadet! Please 
head to the exits, and don’t forget to buy some FazerFizz on the way out.” 


The world was drowned out by the horrifying realization that he had now likely damaged two of 
Freddy’s friends beyond repair. 


Roxanne didn’t get up. 


Chapter 9 - Ride or Die 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory, now completely alone, has to face the final attraction in his quest to complete all 
three and open the doors. Unfortunately, things don't go quite according to plan. 
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At this point, Gregory knew that he should have been expecting the attractions to be large, but 
Gator Go-Karts was just on a completely different level of huge. The ground was covered in scarlet 
stone and sand, dense false shrubbery crawling over virtually every surface. It looked like some 
sort of Australian outback, a river careening through the center of the area and a few sparse trees 
littered around. There were lines in place for the attraction, a winding race track placed around the 
scenery. Despite the speakers littered around, there was no sound in the area except for the quiet 
trickle of water. Gregory shuddered at the idea of trying to be quiet while driving a motorized 
vehicle he has never ridden before in his life. 


On the track laid seven go-karts of differing colors and patterns, each one with a number 
emblazoned on the hood. Freddy had told him that he was too small to ride without a booster seat, 
and despite Gregory’s adamant pleas, he, regrettably, would have to use one anyway. The thought 
made Gregory want to groan in annoyance. He moved towards a small shop stationed nearby and 
used the pass Freddy had given him to get the dreaded booster seat, and began to move toward the 
go-karts. He placed the seat on a yellow go-kart with tree decals on it, sitting down in the kart and 


pulling the seat belt over himself. He placed the ticket into a small slot on the go-kart dash, which 
turned the engine on. He then buckled himself up, shuddering at the cold touch of the seatbelt. 


The miniature screen on the dashboard told him that there were six other go-karts. Based on the 
process of elimination and the number on his kart, he had chosen kart number three. He heard the 
speakers blare up, "Welcome, racers, to Gator Go-Karts! The 3-lap race will begin momentarily. 
Fasten your seatbelts." Gregory took a deep breath, knowing that now, he wasn't exactly hidden. 
"On your marks..." 


Gregory tensed up, breath catching in his throat as it spoke again. "Get set..." He clenched his fists 
around the steering wheel. "Go!" 


Gregory pressed on the gas and steered around the other stopped karts, quickly breaking free of 
them and beginning to speed through the track. There was no use being quiet, since the speakers 
had announced his presence already. He could barely steer, and the tiny display showed that the 
other karts hadn't moved. He trembled in the seat as he tried to keep his nerves down, the silence 
broken only by the revving engine of the kart. 


He took a moment to stare at his surroundings, finding that there was nothing around him except 
for the river, sand, and stone, along with the occasional shrubbery from before. There was a 
singular tree, unmoving in the still air. Gregory shuddered and brought his eyes back to the road, 
turning into a small cavern area. His eyes adjusted quickly to the darker area as it twisted and 
turned in the darkness. He could have sworn he heard dripping water. 


He pulled out of the darkness, realizing with a jolt that he had almost made it back to the start 
without anything happening. He felt a prickle of dread bury its way into him as a voice came from 
the steering wheel, announcing that he had finished lap one. There was no way it was just this calm, 
not with how the night had been going so far. He pulled past the finish line, slowing the kart down 
to swerve around the other five. Wait, five? He felt his stomach drop. There were six previously, 
and one had vanished while he was on the track. 


He felt his panic worsen, and so he stepped back on the gas. He refused to stick around and find out 
what happened to the kart. The display was glitched. The image representing kart number seven 
was completely gone. He went back through the turns and slopes of the track, his ears strained for a 
sound. He slammed his foot on the brakes when he picked up on a nearby splash ! He looked 
around frantically, his eyes picking up details he hadn't noticed before. The rocks and trees seemed 
to have massive claw-shaped gashes in them, paint chipping off in lines and revealing the faux 
material below. He realized that one of the branches on the tree had been bent, and parts were 
snapping off. Something had done that while he was here. 


He panicked, slamming his foot back on the gas in a flurry. The kart groaned in protest, the engine 
straining as he forced it to go top speed. He could feel the traction beginning to weaken as he 
turned through a wet patch on the course and entered the cave again. The silence had returned, and 
as he glanced at the display, he was horrified by the change he saw. Both karts one and two had 
vanished, leaving only four left. He passed the finish line, the speaker in the center of the steering 
wheel announcing "Lap two!" as he did. He felt tears prickle in his eyes as he kept on the pace, 
swerving between the three other karts still on the track, which had been moved from their original 
positions in a disorderly manner. 


Once he was a bit away from them, he partly released the pedal, the kart slowing to a calmer pace 
as he carefully listened for any noise that could mean danger. The revving dulled slightly as he 
turned slowly through the track. He stopped breathing entirely as he heard another splash, the 
display revealing that kart six had been removed from the track. They were being picked off, one 
by one. His heart was bursting out of his chest in horror as he went back to the slow turns and 
slopes of the track, the entire world seeming to spin as nausea and lightheadedness began to flood 
him. 


He was only about halfway through the track when there was another splash, signaling that kart 
five had been removed. He began to step on the gas again, the kart speeding up as he entered the 
cave, the display flickering to show that all of the karts except for his were no longer on the track. 
He almost sobbed, pressure building in his skull as he clenched his teeth tighter and tighter, limbs 
beginning to ache from trembling. 


He turned out of the cave, letting out a horrified scream as he saw the huge animatronic alligator, 
Montgomery, crouched on the track, staring directly at him. He tried to swerve out of the way, his 
eardrums being assaulted by the screeching of wheels. He could hardly hear the gator yell. 


"KID, SLOW DOWN, I'M-" 


The crash was loud. So loud, in fact, that Gregory couldn't hear anything for a few moments, his 
entire body aching as he tried to readjust. He groaned, realizing slowly that he had been unbuckled, 
and someone was talking to him. 


"Mate, are you alright? Goodness me, that was one hell of a crash, you really need to watch where 
you're going!" Gregory felt his senses flare up as he tried to scramble away from the animatronic 
now standing over him. His leg was stuck, he realized with an awful pang of dread. 


"Whoa, calm down, I'm not gonna hurt ya, bud." He stared in fear as the Australian accented gator 
animatronic pulled the go-kart off of him, allowing Gregory to pull himself away. "Listen, I think 
me and the others have been hacked. I don't fully know how ya got over here, but you need to get 
out as quickly as-" He didn't trust this, he couldn't trust this. He didn't speak, throwing himself 
away from the animatronic and speeding away. He ran directly for the exit, tears flooding his 
vision. He sobbed, throwing the door open and throwing himself into Freddy. 


"Superstar," Freddy stared at the child in confusion. "What is-" 


"It's," Gregory could barely breathe beyond his panic. "Gator, virus, I-" he was trying to string the 
words together, every thought blurring into one, overwhelming one. He did it again . 


"Virus?" Freddy's eyes widened, the horrible piece clicking in like the last piece of a puzzle. 
"That... Would explain a lot. Perhaps that is what is going on. It would explain my failsafe 
activating, as well as the violence exhibited by the others..." 


"See?!" the voice was Monty's, "I told you I wasn't just paranoid!" It sounded like he was yelling at 
someone else. "Someone's been messing with us!" 


Gregory clung tightly to Freddy, frantically apologizing to the gator. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to 
crash into you, I'm-" 


"It's alright, mate," the gator sighed. "It was an accident, and you've probably been chased by the 
others already, judging by the situation." 


"Who knew it would be the lizard to figure it out." Vanny seemingly materialized right behind 
Monty. "Too bad it's too late anyways." She chuckled, and Gregory's eyes flew toward a device in 
her hand. He heard Sun whimper from beside Freddy as she lifted the device, and with one smooth 
motion, pressed the button. 


Chapter 10 - Consequences. 
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Freddy wasn't prepared for his processors to be flooded so quickly with lines upon lines of 
powerful coding, his inner fans flaring up in an attempt to cool his systems before they overheated. 
He could hear fans going off in Sun as well, who had begun grabbing at his ruffles and making a 
hyperventilating sound, likely experiencing the same as he was. Gregory was clinging onto 
Freddy's leg, tears streaming down his cheeks as he begged Freddy to forgive him. Forgive him for 
what was the question. 


It wouldn't be very long before the realization would hit him like a truck. He watched as Monty 
began to twitch and snarl, clawed fingers reaching up to his snout where they began to claw 
through his exoskeleton in an awful screech. He looked to Sun, who had begun trembling violently 
in fear, turned towards something that Freddy couldn't see. He slowly turned to where he was 
looking, unprepared for the horrors he was about to witness. 


Freddy's eyes widened to the size of dinner plates at the horrific image before him: his friends who 
had been missing most of the night, Roxanne and Chica, both in ghastly condition. Roxanne had 
her fur melted and charred around her eyes, which seemed to have occurred from some form of 
intense, sudden heat, whilst Chica's beak was completely missing, her faceplate cracked horribly 
and right eye hanging out, the only thing keeping it from detaching completely being a couple of 
wires. He took a step away from them, mouth agape in shock. 


"Freddy, Attendant." His attention snapped towards the lady adorned in a rabbit costume, 
previously hidden from view, now revealing herself entirely. The skintight suit left nothing to the 
imagination, every muscle outlined underneath. If this truly was the Vanny character Gregory had 
been attacked by, she was definitely not weak. "Look at what that brat did to them." She gestured 
towards Chica and Roxy. 


Freddy felt a pit open in his metaphorical stomach as he felt Gregory let go of him, hearing his 
footsteps as he backed away like a scared animal. "He did this to them. Your friends, your family . 
What in the world doesn't make you believe he won't take the chance to turn on you both as well? 
He's a rat ." 


Freddy opened his mouth to respond, but she continued before a single sound left him. "If you don't 
believe it was him that could have done this, why don't you ask him yourself? I'm sure he'd just 
love to tell you how he attacked them until they stopped moving." 


His eyes slowly drifted back to Sun. The animatronic was backing away from the boy in question, 
shivering. He then looked at Gregory. He looked petrified, all the color drained from his face as his 
mouth hung very slightly open in horror. 


"Go on. Ask him. " 


Freddy had to find his voice for a moment, and when he finally did, he crouched to Gregory's level, 
gently placing his trembling paws on his shoulders. "...Gregory..." 


The boy in front of him broke. " J did it I- I'm sorry I didn't mean to, I never-" 


"Liar!" It wasn't Vanny this time. Roxanne stalked towards Gregory using his sobs alone, claws 
tearing into the ground. "He shot me in the eyes until they short-circuited! He did this to me on 
purpose, nobody just shoots someone multiple times by accident!" 


Freddy stared at Roxanne in dismay as she growled at Gregory, face contorted in pure rage. He let 
go of Gregory's shoulders, his emotions shattering more as Gregory pleaded to him that he didn't 
mean to harm them. He clenched his fists at his sides. If Sun wasn't going to defend Gregory, then 
he would . 


"Even if what you say is true," he began, the words tearing him apart screw by screw. "I cannot, in 
good conscience, give him to you. He surely cannot have harmed them unless it were in self- 
defense, and you have proven to be a danger to-" 


"A danger to him? Freddy, I'm trying to protect you ." 


".... do not need protection from Gregory. I have trust in him." He glanced towards Gregory, who 
stared up at him with a painfully hopeful look in his eyes. If he could help it, he wouldn't get turned 
over to Vanny. Not under his watch. 


"... Fine then. You leave me no other choice. Get the child. " 


He immediately crouched down, stomach compartment opening. "Gregory, get in, now ! Sun,-" 


"On it," the lanky animatronic yelled, tackling Roxanne to the ground, struggling to hold her down 
as she thrashed under his grip. Gregory frantically climbed into Freddy's stomach hatch, breathing 
quick and spastic in terror. Freddy got back up, closed his hatch, and began to rush toward parts and 
service. 


Sun knew he couldn't hold both Roxanne and Monty down. Especially not with his current 
condition. However, he knew someone who could. 


Moony, I need you right now. Please... please, just help me. I know you- 


Sun? Sun wanted to cry out in relief. Moon wasn't replying before, not when the virus- No, he had 
to focus right now. Roxanne was beginning to break free and Monty was still struggling against the 
control of Vanny. 


I need you to help me keep them here. 


I can do that. Try to lure them into a darker area, Sunny. I'll do my magic. 


Sun let go of Roxanne's snout, leaping back as she snapped at him. He darted to a dark corner as 
she prowled towards him, snarling. "Sorry, Roxanne. Monty. But I can’t let you do this." 


He began to switch with Moon, his consciousness flipping between out and in. Before anyone 
could truly process it, Moon was out, and he was prepared. He let his ribbons extend from his 
wrists, grinning as they snapped around the animatronics' bodies and constricted them. He watched 
as they thrashed, half chuckling to himself. 


He knew that it was only a matter of time before the virus he had previously been fighting off 
would tear back through his systems and force him to join the others, but for now, he was going to 
have a bit of fun. Plus, he felt horrible about what happened. He had to watch as the virus made 
him try to slaughter a child, unable to do a thing. He could, at least, do this. 


Gregory couldn't breathe, he couldn't think. All he could feel were the pieces of metal stabbing into 
every pore of him, making him want to scream. Every time Freddy stepped, it felt like a pen being 
stabbed into his skin, deeper and deeper until they drew blood from tearing the flesh apart. He felt 
hot tears spilling down his cheeks, sobs tearing out of him as he was carried through the massive 
hallway Freddy was speeding through. 


Soon enough, the hatch opened and Freddy gently pulled him out, setting him down in a large 
piped room with small connective rooms to every side. He didn't have time to take in the space as 
Chica barrelled through the massive entrance behind Freddy, endoskeletal mouth trying to open and 
close in an awful screech. Gregory screamed. "FREDDY!" 


The bear turned, quickly catching Chica before she barreled through him, talons reaching for 
Gregory while she struggled. Freddy let out an emulated grunt as he struggled. 


"Chica, I apologize, but," he shuddered slightly under the strain of fighting the bird. "This is for 
your own good-!" He pulled her arms behind her, forcing her to the ground. He reached down, 
claws wrapping around the small plate on her back, wincing as he tore it off, revealing the 
emergency controls. 


He slammed his fist on it, sighing as Chica powered down. Gregory was trembling, shell-shocked 
from the sudden events. Freddy felt awful as he stared at the poor kid, and he pulled himself up to 
pull him into a hug, sending a message to Sun that garnered a strange response in turn. "Tt's all 
handled here. Good plan." 


Gregory was beginning to try to calm down, clinging to Freddy like a lifeline as he sobbed the 
words "thank you" over and over. 


"I promised you that I would help you, didn't I? I will not abandon you, superstar. You did all of 
that in self-defense, didn't you?" He felt Gregory nod and give a weak 'mmh-hmm' into his jacket, 
and Freddy gently rubbed his back. "...I thought so." 


"I know how we can fix this, but neither Sun nor I can accomplish it. I am afraid only you are 
capable of accessing the tools needed." Gregory let out a weak nod. "I need you to factory reset my 
friends and Moon. That is... unfortunately the only real way to get rid of one of these viruses once 
they've been added. There are memory backups that have been added to the cloud, and you should 
be able to restore part of their memories." 


Gregory's heart dropped for the millionth time. "I... I can't do that, I-" 


"Gregory, I am truly sorry to have you do this, but I will be by your side the entire time." 


Gregory took a sharp breath, trying his hardest to mentally prepare for the next hurdle he had to 
leap over. 
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Moon grinned as he watched Roxanne and Monty struggle under his ribbons, snarling. He heard 
Sun speak up internally, Moon, is- is this really necessary? We should get them to the others as 
soon as- Moon sighed. “You’re right. We should.” He smirked as hundreds of little barbs shot out 
of the ribbons, latching to the metal of the others’ exoskeletons. A moment later, fifty-thousand 
volts flooded the animatronics in a taser-esque fashion, instantly shutting them down. He shuddered 
slightly from the high voltage and released the two. 


The jester stared at the collapsed pair, pulling an extra nightcap out of his chest compartment and 
placing it atop his head. “Alright, let’s get you two to Parts and Service.” 


Freddy had already pulled Chica, still powered down completely, over to a door with her face on it. 
The door opened for them, allowing Freddy to lift the gargantuan bird and place her down on the 
small, dentist-esque chair, just like the others had in their parts rooms. He shuddered at the sight of 
the terrible damage that had been done to her, how small bits of gunk coated her feathers and made 
them slick. How could Gregory have possibly done all of this? Surely, as he had said, it was self- 
defense. Surely, there could not have been any malintent... right? Yet, despite his intense belief in 
the boy, he couldn’t help but look back at him nervously. Even if it was self-defense, part of what 


Vanny had said was true. He had harmed Freddy’s closest friends in terrible ways, more than just 
their exoskeletons. 


The boy in question stared at Freddy, the nervous, slightly scared look deep in his raw umber eyes 
pushed away at the worries gnawing at the bot. He had to care for Gregory, as he promised. He was 
a bear of his word, and he had personally told Gregory that he would help him. He gave Gregory a 
gentle, reassuring smile, which the boy returned, albeit much more reserved and nervous. 


It was then that the boy turned around sharply, a look of pure terror flooding his expression. Freddy 
followed suit and quickly moved over to the boy, placing his paws on his shoulders comfortingly. 
As he did, he began to hear what had startled the boy so badly. There was a metallic scraping sound 
from down the hall that grew ever closer, building in volume until it was almost deafening. And 
then, the sound’s creator entered. 


Gregory couldn’t move. His breath caught, heart speeding up much too fast as he saw the huge, 
lanky frame of Moon enter the room. For a brief moment, Gregory was thrown back to the 
Daycare, the darkness swallowing him whole, those damned ribbons reaching for him to tear him to 
shreds like he was a piece of paper in a shredder, discarded and left dead in the play structures only 
to be unidentified the next day. He couldn’t hear, he couldn’t see . Everything except for Moon had 
faded away, only the massive jester and the surrounding darkness still there. He felt his breath 
quicken. He slowly backed away, trying in vain to not cry. 


“P-please,” he breathlessly begged the cruel animatronic. “Please don’t kill me, I’m sorry, I-I 
shouldn't have turned- turned off the lights I- I didn’t know, I-” 


Moon slowly turned to look at Gregory, seashell-red eyes filled with an emotion that he couldn’t 
identify. They pierced through the boy, who felt like everything was collapsing, he was falling, he 
was falling, the ribbons were everywhere, everywhere all at once, he needed out, he needed out 
right now, he wanted Freddy, he just wanted Freddy- 


Someone was speaking. Someone was speaking? He looked up, Moon now mere inches away from 
his face, hands grabbing his wrists. Gregory screamed, trying to pull away from the animatronic, 
who quickly let go. He slammed backward into another animatronic. He turned around, only to see 
the massive form of Chica, standing in front of him, beak unhinged and ready to bite his head off. 
He collapsed to the ground, curled up in a tight ball, and tried to hide from the two of them. 


“.regory! Gregory, friend, please, you’re scaring us!” Sun? 


“Superstar, it’s okay, you’re going to be okay.” Freddy, crouched down in front of him. He 
frantically looked around. 


““Wh- where’s Moon..?” His voice was hoarse. How long had he been screaming...? “Wh-where 
did- Chica a-and-” 


“Moony left almost ten minutes ago, friend...” Sun was worried, crouched down beside Gregory. 
He gently used one thumb to wipe away Gregory’s tears. Gregory unconsciously leaned into the 
touch, shuddering. 


“B-but he just- I just-” 


“Superstar,” Freddy worriedly added, “I think it is time for you to rest a while. We can reset my 
friends later.” 


“N-no,” Gregory forced himself to his feet, the abrupt rise turning his vision black for a brief 
moment before it returned. He took a deep breath, which was fairly difficult considering the fact he 
just cried. “I have to. I broke them, I need to be the one to fix them.” 


Freddy looked worriedly at the boy for a brief moment, before nodding. “Alright. We can start by 
bringing my friends to their respective rooms. You can choose where to go from there.” 


Gregory stood at the main controls for the rooms. He shakily pressed a button entitled “Begin 
Maintenance” on the screen laid before him, which then brought up many options. He could feel 
Freddy standing behind him, watching what he was doing. Gregory looked for anything useful. 


“Uhm...” He heard a quiet ‘Hm?’ from Freddy. “There’s no factory reset option here...” 


Freddy nodded. “‘That’s to be expected. That will be in the software section, presumably.” His ears 
twitched. 


Gregory nodded at the information, opening the software options and soon locating the factory 
reset one. He pressed it and selected which ones he needed to reset, a small information box 
popping up. It read, ‘Warning! This action is irreversible and may lead to permanent loss of any 
programming added to the animatronic in question. Proceed?’ He tapped the button to do so and a 
small loading screen with a tiny pink and white Freddy in the bottom right corner doing a little 
dance popped up. 


It didn’t take too terribly long before the bar had filled up completely. A small menu popped back 
up. ‘Restore previous memory bank?’ He instantly agreed to it, and the same loading screen as 
before appeared on the tablet. He shuddered and stepped away. 


“Once repairs are complete and you exit the menu,” Freddy began, “It should automatically turn on 
the others. It will only be a few moments now.” Gregory tensed, watching the bar fill completely. 
He slowly stepped towards the screen, pressing a small button that read ‘End Repairs.’ 


And then the doors to all of the rooms opened. 


Gregory watched in panic as every single one of the animatronics exited their rooms, all in sync. 
He had nowhere to hide, they'd no doubt hate him now that they were conscious. 


He pushed himself against the large computer at the center of the room, breath hastening as he 
watched them all look around, trying to gain their bearings. Of them, Sun was the first to speak. 


"T-I think it worked...?" 


"W-where am I-" the words cut off into a yelp as Roxanne fell over in her attempt to feel for her 
surroundings. She growled and forced herself back up as Monty rushed over to help. "I'm fine, you 
overgrown newt! I don't need your help." 


Gregory, captivated by the action, let out a scream when he saw the massive bird approaching him. 
The others all turned to face him as he curled up, trying to use his legs to protect his chest and his 
arms to cover his head in fear. 


He heard the gargantuan footsteps stop abruptly, almost confused. He slowly looked up, seeing the 
massive chicken staring at him with a look of concern, a hand covering her non-existent beak. She 
seemed to try to talk, a static garble coming out instead of words. 


"It," Freddy sighed, "Seems we have a lot of explaining to do." 


Gregory felt his breath catch in his throat. How could he possibly explain it all? 


Monty should have expected that the moment things were back to "normal" that he would be yelled 
at again. And yet, of course, the moment he gets worried and tries to help, all he gets is "Leave me 
alone, you overgrown newt! I don't need your help." 


All of it stung. What did he do wrong? Did he hurt her? He probably did, knowing him. He just 
wished that for once, someone would tell him what he did to make the other three hate him. They 
thought he didn't notice but he always did, and now they have yet another reason to. 


He still had all his parts. 


He stepped away from Roxanne, who was pulling herself up. He turned when he heard a scream rip 
through the air, his metaphorical heart dropping from the sight. Chica, beakless and damaged, 
confused while a terrified kid- Gregory, he thinks- cowered in a ball on the floor, begging for her 
not to eat him. 


What in the hell happened? Why did Chica have no beak? Why did Roxy have melty eyes? Why 
was there a kid in parts and service, let alone after hours? The crock's mind raced with question 
after question as he watched the lengthy bird step away from the boy, Freddy crouching down 
beside him to try and calm him down. 


Apparently, he had missed a lot. The boy had apparently done all of this to them. He recounted the 
events, and he looked around the group worriedly. How could any of them try to hurt a child? 


Once the little brunette had finished, there was a long moment of silence. That is, until a certain 
jester exploded. 


"Moony says he's sorry," he whimpered, his voice progressively getting higher and louder as he 
continued. "Really, really super duper sorry never do it again in a million years sorry!" 


"While I would have rather had you not melt my face off," Roxy grunted, "I much prefer that to 
letting me just slaughter you. You're forgiven, kid." 


That shocked Monty a bit. Roxy never forgives that easily! Or.. did she just not forgive him that 
easily? He was just starting to question that when he realized everyone was looking at him. 


"O-oh," he stammered out. "Yeah, I agree. I'm just glad none of us hurt you mate. Well- except 
for..." He glanced at the Daycare Attendant. He saw the look returned, one filled with pain and 
regret. 


"We all are just glad you are okay, Superstar. Although," Freddy explained, "now comes the issue 
with the damages caused. You.. may have to repair Chica, Roxy, and the Attendant." 


The little boy nodded. Monty was a bit nervous as he watched him get up. 


"... O-okay... I do need to make it up to you guys.. and... there is something I need help with." 
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“Please select the animatronic you wish to repair,” the robotic voice droned from the computer. 
Gregory dreaded even selecting one, but of the options, he knew who he was least expecting to 
wake up mid-procedure and snap his neck. 


ti 


"Daycare Attendant selected. Please enter the Attendant Repair Room along with the animatronic." 


He gulped, entering the room, Sun nervously entering as well. "Think of it like a doctor's visit! N- 
nothing too scary." 


He wished he could, but apparently the animatronics had software that made it almost impossible to 
repair each other or themselves. Gregory would have to fix each and every one himself. He 
shuddered, nodding as he started to strap the Attendant to the chair. "S-sorry..." 


"It's okay! We'll be off the entire time, so we won't feel a thing!" 


The words reassured Gregory enough to plug the connective wire into the back of the Attendant's 
head like the small television screen to the side told him to. Almost instantly, Sun's eyes went gray, 
signaling that he was no longer on. The sight was... unsettling. 


He took a deep breath, nearly choking on his own spit as the voice appeared again. "Please select 
the desired procedure on the animatronic." 


He looked at the small tablet to one side, on a table covered in spare parts. He looked through all of 
the procedures and landed on the one he needed. “Torso repair selected. Please be sure to follow 
directions carefully, as failure to do so may result in catastrophic damage. Fazbear Entertainment 
is not responsible for any bodily harm caused.” 


That doesn’t sound very good. He watched as the screen showed a set of instructions that he 
admittedly didn’t understand most of. It was at times like these that he was glad that these things 
usually came with diagrams. He mumbled the instructions to himself under his breath. 


“Remove the neck and waist ruffles...” He had to squint to read it because it was so tiny. “And the 
tunic? I think that means the shirt.” He turned back to Sun, finding the neck ruffle easy to remove 
as it unclipped without too much of a struggle. He also undid the buttons on the back of the bottom 
ruffle, pulling the straps up and over Sun’s shoulders and releasing the red ruffle. He shivered. Sun 
looked... wrong without his ruffles. There was a collar on his neck that he hadn’t noticed before, a 
small gray ring that looked like it wasn’t actually attached. It looked like it had been scratched up 
with fingers- robotic fingers. He stared at it for a moment, before he unbuttoned the shirt and began 
to release it from the internal motor system that let it flip. He was a little surprised that the inside 
was just colored to become Moon’s whenever turned inside-out. That must be how he worked. 


He set all of the clothing down to one side, continuing to read the instructions. It told him to next 
press a button below the Attendant’s neck, one on the front, and one on the back at the same time. 
He had to really scan to find both buttons, and the moment he pressed it, the chest piece popped 
right out. He grabbed it, slowly pulling it free. He set it to the side, grabbing a new piece and 
slowly reattaching it. At least it was straightforward, and soon enough, the Attendant looked good 
as new. 


He unstrapped the Attendant from the table. Looking around, he quickly figured out how to end the 
procedure: a small button under the screen that showed the instructions, which he pressed. 


“Procedure complete. Unplug the animatronic.” Gregory did so. “Restarting the Daycare 
Attendant. Please stand by.” 


Gregory watched as Sun’s eyes lit back up, and he groaned as he sat up. “Well, that was quite the 
nap!” Gregory felt his lips lift in a smile as Sun turned to him, rays spinning. “My chest looks good 
as new! Thank you, squirt.” He giggled as Sun ruffled his hair, getting to his feet. “Let’s let you 
start on the others!” 


Right. Sun isn’t the only one he needs to fix. Gregory nodded, slowly stepping out of the repair 
room and looking around. The other four were standing in a corner, whispering to each other. He 
slowly cleared his throat. 


“Um,” he started. He flinched when they all turned in his direction. “I... Pll fix you next, Chica.” 
He moved to the central computer, the voice asking him again which animatronic he would repair. 
He pressed on Chica. 


"Glamrock Chica selected. Please enter the Chica Repair Room along with the animatronic." 


Gregory slowly entered the room, watching as Chica ducked in. He felt like he could get crushed at 
any moment as she laid down on the repair table. He slowly strapped her in, much less confident in 
his safety with her than he was with Sun. He didn’t trust her like he trusted the Attendant. She felt 
like a ticking time bomb. He plugged the connective wire into the back of her head. Her eyes 
stopped glowing, much less creepy than how Sun’s were. 


"Please select the desired procedure on the animatronic." 


He moved over to the screen, looking for one that would fit what he needed to do. He landed on 
one. 


“Facial repair selected. Please be sure to follow directions carefully, as failure to do so may result 
in catastrophic damage. Fazbear Entertainment is not responsible for any bodily harm caused.” Of 
course they aren’t. 


He sighed and squinted to read the minuscule text on the screen beside multiple diagrams. The first 
step was to remove the beak, but he already could tell that wouldn’t be needed. He did the next 
thing it required: removing the facial plate. It instructed him to press multiple buttons under all of 
the faux fluff. The moment he did, the plate popped free just like the Attendant’s did. He began to 
pull it free, feeling a tiny bit of resistance every few moments. Weird. He set the plate aside and 
was instantly hit with the smell. He almost threw up on the spot, the smell of rot finally releasing 
into the air. 


It seems Freddy heard, as he peeked in. “Gregory? What seems to be wrong?” 


“N-nothing, it’s just the smell,” he gagged again involuntarily. “It smells like something crawled in 
there and died-” He felt his stomach drop. “Ill... finish up so I don’t have to smell it anymore.” 


“That sounds like a feasible plan. However, if it does become too much, you’re welcome to take a 
break.” He treated him like a child who couldn’t handle these things. 


“Thanks, Freddy.” He pulled his jacket over his nose and continued. The moment he looked at the 
endoskeleton, he felt his body attempt to regurgitate the little food he had in his system again. 
There was hair, flecks of skin, and, most concerningly, the skin had gotten in the joints and motors. 
The instructions had specifically warned that anything caught in the various joints of the 
endoskeleton had to be removed or the animatronic may move inaccurately. 


He took a deep breath, trying to ignore his body’s instinct to turn and run as he reached his hand 
into the cavity, slowly pulling out hair clumps at a time. There was far too much to have been a few 
stray hairs getting caught in Chica’s mouth by accident. It was like an entire person’s scalp had 
been stuffed in there, hair slowly clogging every motor. As Gregory worked, the bits of hair and 
skin gave way to little scraps of freakishly white material. He was confused for a moment; did 
Chica eat porcelain or something? A horrible realization settles over the boy as he realizes that he’s 
holding little pieces of bone. Knuckle bones.... 


Gregory couldn’t stop himself. He lurched forward, regurgitating his food from earlier that had 
barely kept him from starving back onto the ground. He continued to heave, unable to stop as tears 
flooded his eyes in horror. Why? 


Soon enough, Gregory opened his eyes to a puddle of vomit at his feet, a hand on his back as a 
concerned voice asked if he was okay. He gave a slow nod. “Y-yeah... I will be.” That was a lie. He 
didn’t know if he’d ever get that image out of his head. He grabbed the eye that was dangling, too 
dazed to really hear Freddy’s worried words as he placed it back in its socket. He turned, grabbed 
the replacement beak and face plate, and slowly put them back in place. With a shaky hand, he 
ended the procedure and unplugged Chica. 


She slowly sat up. 


“Ughhh... that was the worst few hours of my life,” she complained. “Who knew having no voice 
box would be so annoying?” 


Gregory shivered and slowly shifted towards the door. He didn’t want to be there still. He flinched 
when he backed into a solid wall. He turned to see Freddy. 


1”? 


“Gregory, please, are you sure you are well enough to continue? You look ill!” Freddy was more 
than a little concerned, empathy shooting through Gregory. “Please, you should take a break.” 


“No, I need to finish.” 


““..?m worried for you, Superstar. I understand that you feel responsible, but you should not 
jeopardize your health for this.” 


“T’ll be fine.” 


“..Okay.” Freddy’s ears were down. “..Roxanne is waiting outside.” 


Gregory stepped out of the room once Freddy had stepped aside to allow him passage, and as Chica 
moved back toward the others, he stepped toward the main computer. He just had one more to go, 
and then he could forget this ever happened. Except, he didn’t think that would actually happen. He 
pressed the button labeled as Roxy’s, and the voice once again told him to go into the respective 
room. 


He watched as Roxanne stumbled her way toward the room and Freddy moved to help her get 
inside and on the chair. Gregory slowly entered after them, strapping Roxanne’s limbs down. He 
quickly plugged her in. He looked through the procedures available and selected optical repair. 


The instructions appeared on the screen, and Gregory shuddered as he followed them. He pressed 
two small release buttons on the sides of her head, right below her ears, allowing the front half of 
her face to be removed. But, when he pulled, they didn’t budge. None of it did around the area 
affected by the burns. He realized that he'd need to use a tool. He reached for the side table, 
grabbing a pair of wire cutters. He wished there were scissors instead. He slowly lined it up with 
the affected spots and carefully began to snip away at the melted plastic that connected the face to 
the eyes, finally pulling it free and setting the wire cutters aside. 


The hair was burnt together, too. He didn't know how to fix that. He had to tear some off. He 
winced and apologized under his breath as he pulled the wolf's face off and set it to the side. Next, 
he had to disconnect the eyes. He read the instructions, which told him that there were multiple 
buttons that he needed to press to unlock the eyes. 


He shivered, reaching his hands into her facial cavity and pressing the buttons specified in the 
instructions. The eyes slowly freed themselves, with only a little amount of coercion from Gregory. 
It was then that he noticed something in the back of her head. He had to reach his arm down into 
the head to grab the object. It felt like a plastic baggie, and as he pulled it out to where he could see 
it, he instantly threw it in the opposite direction. He stumbled backward, hand reaching for 
anything to grab as the repulsive image registered in his head. 


A plastic bag, filled with teeth, too many to possibly be from one person, all covered in blood and 
actively rotting from the inside out. He vomited again, only stomach bile escaping as it scorched 
his throat and tongue. He continued retching. How? Why? He tried to hold his breath to stop his 
gagging when suddenly, a dark red liquid began to leak from the side of Roxy’s endoskeletal 
mouth. It... it looked like blood. A coppery smell filled the air as the liquid began to flow faster, 
pulsing like the beat of a heart. He screamed, pulling his hands over his head as Freddy rushed into 
the room. 


“What happened?-” Freddy’s eyes widened in horror. “That- is not good.” He steps closer to 
examine it. “That appears to be a malfunction of the central cooling system... Something must 
have gotten trapped inside.” Gregory knew what that meant. He already wanted to curl up and die. 
“You may want to stop. I do not think that it is best for you to continue this.” Gregory didn’t speak, 
only shaking his head in response. The bear silently stepped back out to allow him to continue. 


He reached for the procedure instructions, selecting a different procedure. He had to access the 
cooling system. It turned out, that was right behind the eyes anyways. He slowly reached for it, 
using a small wrench he had grabbed to open it up. He was greeted with a child’s severed head, its 
mouth frozen in a scream of pain and horror. It was leaking blood from the back of its skull, which 
was scalped and disfigured. It had no teeth. He shut it instantly, unable to handle the image, forcing 
himself to move long enough to grab an emergency pair of replacement eyes and place them in the 
sockets and replace Roxy's face. It didn't look perfect but he couldn't be picky right now. He needed 
out. 


He finished the procedure, unplugged Roxanne, and ran as fast as he could out of the room, 
crashing into Freddy with a whimper. He couldn't speak properly. 


"Ibh- there's-" He took a shuddering breath. "T-teeth and- and- hair and- F-Freddy, there's H- 
HUMAN PARTS IN TH-THEIR HEADS-" 


He didn't care if he was making the others stare at him. He just needed to scream. If he didn't, he 
feared the image would burn its way into every nook and cranny of his brain, stuck there forever. 


Freddy looked horrified. 
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Chapter 13 - Revelations of a Broken Family 
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Freddy stared in horror at the little boy sobbing into his fur, screaming to him that he had seen body 
parts within the confines of his friends’ bodies. He looked around as his friends began to panic, 
frantically begging for Gregory to elaborate. The pressure seemed to paralyze the poor boy, who 
continued sobbing and hiding his face in Freddy's fur. He himself began to panic as he clutched to 
the little boy, trying to comfort him. It didn't work. 


Roxanne crashed out of her repair room, new eyes panicked and whirling in every direction as she 
screamed. 


"Wh-why are there teeth on the floor in there?!" The panic worsened, everyone gripped by the true 
depth of the situation. Sure, Gregory had screamed that there were disembodied limbs in their 
heads, but to actually realize what he was talking about...? It filled Freddy with an unspeakable 
dread, something that forced his processor to work increasingly faster to try to keep up with it all. 


“H-hang on, everyone,” Chica began, voice raised in fear. ““S-surely there’s an explanation, r- 
right?” She frantically looked between the others, trying to get any possible reassurance that there 
was an explanation. Monty was the first to respond. 


“Explanation?! What kind of explanation are you expecting, that limbs somehow materialized in 
our heads?! Someone’s gotta have put them there!” His tail lashed as he turned to the much larger 
bird, Roxanne rushing to defend her friend. 


“Hey, leave her alone, you spineless lizard,” she growled. “She didn’t do anything to you other than 
try to get you to think rationally and you start screaming at her!” 


It was getting loud, each member of the band turning on each other like lone wolves fighting over a 
scrap of food, howling at each other in misdirected frustration. Freddy was barely there, his 
thoughts trying to rack together in a vague semblance of a puzzle, trying to find all of the pieces 
and connect them together under a time constraint. He felt like he was trying harder and harder to 
look down into a pitch-black hole he was falling down, one that just kept getting deeper and deeper 
the more he tried to search for the bottom. 


“Everyone, that’s enough!” The voice was Sun’s, finally forcing himself to speak up to resolve the 
screaming match between the three band members. “Fighting isn’t going to get us to figure 
anything out! Why don’t we just ask Gregory? He’s the one who saw it!” Freddy looked down at 
the little boy in question, gently crouching to try and comfort him. 


“..Gregory,” he began. He quickly stopped himself from continuing. Gregory was hyperventilating, 
eyes wide and unfocused as he glanced around like he was searching for anywhere to hide. He had 
been covering his ears, trying in vain to block out the screaming just on the other side of the room. 
He tried to gently grab Gregory’s hands, pulling them up to his face so Gregory would look at him. 
He began to reassure the boy that he would be okay. 


It didn’t work. Gregory continued to hyperventilate, spluttering incomplete words and vowels in an 
attempt to beg Freddy for something. Freddy opened his mouth to ask what he was trying to say, 
only for the boy to tear himself away from him and begin running. 


“Gregory,” he rose, panic lacing his words. “Where are you going?!” Everyone stopped fighting, 
more concerned about the child who had just run off in a dangerous place without any supervision 
than their argument. 


The screaming had been too much for him. Gregory needed out, and he needed it now. Every breath 
felt like it was crushing him, every sound amplified until it was tearing his head apart. He needed to 
run away, what else was he supposed to do? Screaming was dangerous. It was always dangerous, 
he needed to escape it before it escalated into misdirected anger and hurt him. 


He crawled under a half-lifted shutter door akin to a garage’s, breathing heavily in an attempt to get 
any oxygen into his lungs to fuel the hastened beating of his heart. Horror sunk into him as he 
realized that he couldn’t recognize where he was. He was finally able to register that he had run 
away from his only hope for escape all because they had a little fight. 


He realized that running back would be an even larger bad idea, especially with the yelling behind 
him. It was too much like the past. He frantically searched for anything he could use to escape and 
quickly spotted a ventilation shaft. He climbed into the musty metallic tunnel, barely able to fit 
within it and slither through the shaft. He emerged on the other side, screaming as he was met with 
two bright blue glowing eyes encased in a metallic shell. 


He clambered out of the ventilation shaft, hitting his head on the top of the exit and throwing 
himself down the hall he was now in. He could hear the massive slamming of metal feet as the 
thing chased him down through the pitch-black hallway, getting closer and closer as he twisted and 
turned. His shoe caught on something, a high-pitched yelp tearing from him as he slammed into the 
hard, concrete floor. He forced himself to turn around, the endoskeleton standing over him, 
reaching down to grab him. It seemed like it suddenly paused whatever it was doing the moment he 
looked at it. 


He felt the color drain from his face. That’s exactly what it was, wasn’t it? The realization was 
made that much worse as he heard more metallic footsteps slowly approaching. They sounded like 
they were everywhere, just waiting for a new piece of flesh to tear apart. And now, he was here. 


He threw himself to his feet, darting to the side into a branching pathway, passing more and more 
of the horrible creatures. They looked like Freddy, he realized with a jolt. They were spare 
endoskeletons for Freddy. The realization left a sour taste in his mouth, panic lacing his body as he 
realized he reached a dead-end. At least, he thought it was a dead-end, that was until he spotted the 
small rusty trapdoor on the ground reading “Maintenance Tunnels.” He grabbed the handle of the 
small door, pulling with all of his strength until it creaked open. 


Under it was what looked like an infinite ladder downward, the sound of dripping water reaching 
him from somewhere. It looked horrifying, but it was better than the certain death that was rapidly 
approaching him. He turned, lowering himself down onto the ladder and shutting the lid above him. 


He began to descend the ladder, feet struggling to reach the next bar down from his small stature, 
hands sweaty and slippery due to his panic from earlier. He couldn’t hear the others anymore. 
Maybe they decided to search elsewhere. He continued down, endless walls of metal and rust 
wrapping around him. There was no breeze, no comforting warmth, only a cold, sightless tunnel as 


far as the eye could see. Granted, that wasn’t very far seeing as he could barely see his own hands, 
but that didn’t matter at the moment. 


He reached his foot down, placing it on another rung of the ladder, and rested his weight on it. And 
then the other. He went to grab another rung when the rung his feet were on gave way, a scream 
erupting from him as he began to plummet. 


Chapter 14 - Falling Down a Hole (You Couldn't See) 
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The fall was horrible. What came after was worse. 
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Gregory couldn't remember exactly what happened. The little moments he did remember, he had 
been descending a ladder, and the rung below him dislodged. He remembered sharp bursts of pain 
as his head hit the metal behind him, sending him into a rung in front of him. After that, he couldn't 
remember much. He didn't move for a long time, the awful ache of his entire body forcing him to 
stay right where he was. 


When he eventually did move, he reached his right hand up to his face. It was wet. He reached up 
further, wincing from a small gash he must have gotten from the fall, cold and slick with blood. He 
shuddered, slowly forcing his head up to look at where he was. 


The darkness seemed to stretch forever, small red lights barely illuminating the cramped tunnels. 
He couldn't see the end; it just kept stretching until he couldn't see it anymore. It was cold and 
dusty, a sneeze forced out of him to try and keep the stray particles out of his lungs. 


He needed to move. He couldn't stay in this place. He began to shift his arms under him. 
Everything felt stiff. How long had he been out? It couldn't have been too long, since he was still 
bleeding and the wound didn't feel very deep, but it couldn't have been no time at all. He 
shuddered, took a deep, nervous breath, and began to crawl. 


Despite the begs and pleas of his limbs for him to stop moving, he forced them to slowly push him 
forward in a way akin to an army crawl. His arms repeatedly clung to the frigid surface of the 
maintenance tunnel, his head beginning to feel lighter as he tried to breathe steadily in the cramped 
space. Every movement was painful; he felt like one side of his body had taken punch after punch, 
and now he had woken up the next day, feeling the sheer soreness of it all. 


He slowly slumped down onto the hard metal bottom of the vent, exhaustion making it near 
impossible to continue. He shivered, closing his eyes. Maybe he can rest for just a little bit; only a 
moment, and then he could get back up and continue. He felt his breath slowly calm, the darkness 
slowly blanketing him until he fell asleep. 


Roxy had been one of the first to chase after Gregory, only preceded by Freddy. She strained to see 
anything through the walls as she usually could. It wasn’t working. Why wasn’t it working?! 


“Gregory,” Freddy was calling. “Gregory, please come back! I do not know what scared you, but I 
promise it’s not going to hurt you!” Roxy knew. She and Monty had fought, and the little kid got 
scared. It wasn’t the first time a child got scared by her and Monty bickering. She pushed the 
thought away. 


“Kid, come on.” She brought her hands to her snout and called. “I’m sorry if I scared you, but you 
really can’t be running off right now!” 


There was no response. She turned to the others, “Guys, we need to split up to find him. I'll go 
search the Warehouse.” She turned on her heels and began to dart down the hallway connected to 
Parts and Service, where all of the endoskeletons were held. She heard the others behind her. 


“T’ll go check the Auditorium,” she heard Freddy call. “It is possible that he ran back that way.” 
She heard his mechanical footsteps retreating down a different hall. 


“J-’m gonna go check the entrance!” Chica called while she walked away. “M-maybe he- ran that 
way?” Roxanne didn’t hear Monty tell them where he was going. Figures. 


“ll check anywhere he may have tried to climb,” she heard the Attendant’s voice climb into the 
air. “Good luck! And- if you find him, make sure to get us!” 


Everyone nodded in agreement, and Roxy was off. “Alright, kid... where did you go?” 


Something made Gregory wake back up. A sound. He struggled to hear it, straining his ears to try 
to pick it up. It sounded like a music box, alongside the mechanical whirring of a tiny machine 
getting closer and closer until- CRASH! He threw his hands up to his ears, tears flooding his eyes. 
A cymbal. Did that weird thing he saw in the vents earlier come back to get him?! He looked up, 
spotting the tiny, pink and white spider-like creature, covered in rust and dirt, approaching him. 


He panicked, sitting up only to yelp and collapse again from the dull pain that shot through his head 
as he hit the roof of the vent. He rubbed the spot on his head, confused as the thing stopped in front 
of him. He whimpered, staring at it as it looked directly at him, turned, and walked away a bit. 


“Wha- wait!” He reached towards the little wind-up toy, who turned and looked at him. “C- can 
you help me get out of here? I’m stuck and I n-need to get out of here.” He silently pleaded that it 
would agree and help him. To his relief, the little toy nodded and began to walk a little slower, 
leading him hopefully to an exit. 


Gregory shuddered as he forced himself to army craw] through the cramped vent once again, limbs 
scraping against metal as he slowly crawled along behind it. They kept a slow pace for what felt 
like years, Gregory just trying to place one limb in front of the other and ignore the dull pain that 
came from it all. The path continued to stretch, a neverending void of metal hall laid before him as 
though a mockery of his situation. 


The little wind-up toy stopped by a branching path, looking at it. Gregory pulled himself to the toy, 
shivering from the cold of the metal having fully seeped into his body. There was another ladder, 
one that led up. He shuddered. 


“Thanks, little guy... I-P’ll have to thank you later.” He heard the little spider thing let out a little 
series of notes. He reached for the ladder, gripping the bottom rung with one hand, and then 
reached for the next. 


The climb was as bad as he expected it to be. He had to pull his entire weight up and up, all while 
his muscles were screaming that he needed to stop, to let go and rest. He slipped once or twice, 
panic shooting through his being each time his foot fell off of a rung and he had to carefully place it 
back on. 


He climbed like this for what felt like an hour; one rung after another, one foot and then the other. 
He just kept climbing through the pitch-black until his hand hit something solid. A hatch. 


He nearly cried out in relief as he slowly began to push on it, forcing it open. He felt like he was 
flashbanged by the sheer brightness of the world, colors finally reaching his eyes after hours of 
suffocating darkness. He pulled himself out of the trapdoor, laid on the cold, tiled ground outside, 
and felt his eyes begin to drift shut. 


He needed to sleep. He couldn’t keep going. He just needed rest. 


And so he closed his eyes, and let the exhaustion overcome him. 


Chapter 15 - PANIC! There's a Disco (Robot)! 


Chapter Summary 


Gregory has found out that he has absolutely no clue where he is. 


Chapter Notes 


There are no trigger warnings in this chapter except for perhaps spiders. Other than that, have 
fun reading! 


The world slowly began to return to Gregory, every sense twisted upside down as he tried, in vain, 
to remember the past few minutes. He felt like he had slept for perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes, 
everything faintly there as he lifted his head to figure out where he had managed to end up. 


The area was massive, glowing purple towers reaching towards a ceiling of black above, neon 
strips of light coating every discernable surface besides the ground in patterns. Despite the bright 
lighting, the surrounding area was pitch black, everything smothered in a thick layer of darkness 
that wasn’t penetrated very well by the neon lights. The contrast made Gregory’s eyes hurt, his 
head already pounding from the sheer strain his body had been under for the past few hours. He 
slowly forced himself up off of the ground. The moment he took his hands up, the world seemed to 
tumble over as his balance failed him and he collapsed onto the cold tiling once again. He groaned 
from the impact, reaching to plant his hands solidly on the ground once more so he could get back 


up. 


He tried instead to get up much, much slower, every movement calculated in an effort to keep his 
balance. It worked, and as he stood up, he realized that his legs weren’t harmed as badly as he 
initially had thought. At least, not enough to keep him from walking. He decided to count that 
towards his fluctuating luck as of late and began to wander through the dark space. If this place had 
taught him anything, it was that he needed to turn the lights on, and fast. 


He spotted a singular glowing red light up ahead, smothered in the pitch black. He walked toward 
it, beginning to feel a sense of dread prickling up and down his back, the feeling that something 
was amiss drawing ever near until it threatened to swallow him whole. He examined the source of 
the red light, a small metal box on the wall with an electricity symbol on it. It seemed to be a power 
box of some sort, and so, with not much else to do, he grabbed the lever attached and pulled. 


The lever groaned in response and moved to its new position, about only a quarter of the area 
lighting up. The new light allowed Gregory to see that the area was larger than he had initially 
thought, massive rows of arcade machines lined up next to each other, stairs reaching up to near the 
same height as the play structures in the daycare. There were massive tunnels on every wall that 
were lit up around the rim with bright neon lights, branching rooms with entrances decorated with 
them littering the walkways as well. 


“ Great job, ” the artificial voice scared the ever-loving daylights out of him, “ Safety protocols 
deactivated. Pram zapped. Brun DJ protocols. Reticulating splines. Please reset breakers in all 
three zones. ” Gregory felt his throat closing in horror. Safety protocols deactivated? Why would 
turning on these breaker things deactivate the safety protocols?! It continued, listing the zones. 
“Arcade, janitorial service, arcade.” 


Only then, as he turned to search, did he spot it. 


There was a massive animatronic, larger than even the golden Freddy statue out at the entrance. It 
was primarily white, covered in colorful specks that culminated at joints, out of which reached 
gargantuan arms with even larger hands on the ends, white and rubbery. It looked similar to the 
little wind-up toys that seemed to wander the vents, except obviously larger, with more colors and a 
pair of headphones situated over its supposed ears. The only thing that kept Gregory from running 
right then and there was the fact that it appeared to be sleeping, a quiet scraping noise echoing 
through the area as it gently moved in its ‘sleep.’ He didn’t know why anyone would make 
animatronics sleep like people. 


Either way, it made Gregory feel a little safer. At least, if he could have felt relatively safe with a 
massive robot spider in the same room as he was. He tried to silently creep away from the 
humongous thing. Goosebumps shot up and down his arms and back as he moved away, a shiver 
wracking his body from the overwhelming dread of his predicament. He began to slowly climb the 
stairs leading up to the second floor of the arcade, wishing that he had his flashlight. Yes, he had 
turned a few of the lights on, but he might as well have just turned on a night light. 


He weaved in-between arcade machines, eyes strained in the dark to find another power box. He 
didn’t have a clue where the exit was, and if it was like all the others in this God-forsaken place, it 
would be electrically powered. He spotted another red light in the darkness, and as he walked 
toward it, he found that it was another power box, right beside a door that read ‘maintenance.’ He 
silently approached it, grabbed the lever, and began to pull again. This time, it didn’t struggle like 
before. It clicked into place, another quarter of the lights bursting to life as the area finally was lit 
enough to see. 


“ Two zones remain. ” 


Not much that he hadn’t already observed before had made itself known in the brighter lighting. He 
began to walk back down the stairs, his feet reaching the final step when the ground began to 
tremble slightly. It wasn’t enough to throw him off-balance, but it made him snap his head around 
in a panic. His eyes landed on the spider thing. /t had moved. It seemed to have brought one of its 
many hands over its eyes, as though trying to shield them from the light. He swallowed as he felt 
his heart begin to pound against his chest, his breath becoming harsher as he stared at it. He waited 
for what felt like lifetimes for any sign of life from the abhorrent crime against God. When nothing 
came, he finally began to back away from the thing, until he felt he was far enough away to turn 
and continue searching for the power boxes. 


He only had to find two more and he could leave, right? He hoped that was the case. He really 
didn’t want to be in here with that thing any longer than he had to be. He decided to search for the 


janitorial service area it mentioned, quickly stumbling upon the restrooms. He darted in, quickly 
glancing around for the aforementioned room, grabbing the handle of the janitor’s closet. He pulled 
it open, entered, and looked around. He spotted the little box - a breaker - and grabbed the lever. He 
slowly pulled it downwards, clicking the lever into position. Almost all of the lights were on. 


“ Rerouting encryptions. Almost done. There is a software update available. Reset the final circuit 
breaker located in the south arcade maintenance hallway tunnel. ” 


The ground erupted into tremors, and Gregory jolted in horror as one of the massive animatronic’s 
hands reached into the restroom and began to swipe around. He let out a horrified gasping noise as 
it reached for his little form, clambering for who had disturbed its slumber. He darted out of the 
other door, thanking whatever God there was that it was so large. It slowly turned into the cramped 
space, entering a tunnel in one of the walls. That’s what they were for?! 


He could hear the massive steps of the animatronic as it climbed through the tunnels, searching. He 
threw himself up the stairs again, clambering for a door he had spotted earlier. It had been beside 
the second breaker he had found. He spotted the light, which was now green, behind a multitude of 
arcade machines. He flung himself toward them, slamming into the door and opening it with 
panicked tremors. 


Gregory scrambled into the maintenance tunnel. It sounded like the gargantuan animatronic was 
surrounding him, footsteps coming from every direction at once. He skidded to a stop beside a 
massive branching tunnel like the ones in the walls outside, spotting the little red light deep within. 
He almost burst into tears on the spot as he darted down the tunnel, grabbed the lever of the final 
breaker, and pulled. He pulled and pulled, the slow, agonizing groan forcing his heart to race in 
panic. The footsteps were getting louder, they were on top of him, they were about to crush him - 


The breaker finally turned on with a small click, the lights outside turning on. The footsteps didn’t 
stop. He turned around, only to see the massive animatronic in the tunnel, moving right towards 
him. It was horrifically fast, hands slamming into the walls as it seemed to easily speed toward him. 
He let out a scream, scrambling back toward the exit. He had only about a meter to go before he 
felt a hand scoop him up, another coming to cup around him like a little bug, the world vanishing 
from sight. 


Chapter 16 - A Helping Hand (Or 6) 


Chapter Summary 


After his capture, Gregory isn't expecting to get any ounce of safety for a long, long time. And 
yet, he's found himself surprised once again. 
No theme warnings for this chapter except mentions of children being harmed! 


Chapter Notes 
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Everything was dark. He was being held in that massive beetle thing’s hands, a little toy for it to 
keep as a sickening prize for his failure to run fast enough. His panic had died down when he 
realized that this thing hadn’t crushed him yet. And yet, the idea that it would still lingered in the 
deepest recesses of his mind, a quiet nagging in the back of his head that told him that nothing 
could be trusted. It was always there, he lamented as he slowly curled in harder on his weakened 
body. He shuddered, the rocking of the massive animatronic moving sending jitters up his body as 
they silently drifted, no light entering the cracks between the DJ’s fingers. 


Like this, they continued on, the silence being their only company. Gregory silently shut his eyes, 
giving in to his fate of eternal black as he jolted and twisted. This went on for what felt like an 
eternity, an endless sea of black under the grip that he found himself in slowly drowning him. And 
yet, he began to hear something he felt like he hadn’t heard in much too long: someone speaking. 


“Ts that the DJ?” Freddy. “Do you know where Gregory is?” Gregory wanted to scream, scream 
that he was right here, he was here, he wasn’t hurt, and yet he couldn’t find his voice. He simply 
curled up tighter in the animatronic’s hands as it let out the sounds of a piano’s keys being played in 
sequence. The world shifted again, Gregory biting back a yelp of surprise as the darkness began to 
be pierced by light, bright and blinding. He cried out, throwing himself to his feet. His eyes finally 
adjusted to the light, spotting the soft orange bear that he had become accustomed to, letting out a 
sob as he threw himself at him. His entire body still ached, yet he welcomed the worried words and 
gentle caressing of his back as Freddy embraced him. 


“Gregory,” large paws found the sides of his face, lifting his gaze to meet the frosted blue stare of 
his friend. “Where were you? My friends and I were worried sick!” Gregory couldn’t meet 
Freddy’s gaze, his eyes affixing to the ground in an attempt to avoid it. Freddy sighed. “I have 
already contacted the othe-” 


“GREGORY!” Gregory let out a frightened yelp, tripping over his heavying legs as he attempted to 
back away from the loud and abrasive yell of joy. He was instantly caught by two arms wrapped in 
puffy red sleeves, and he was lifted off of the ground in a joyful spin. “OH THANK GOODNESS! 
MOONY AND I GOT SO WORRIED!” Gregory felt a weak laugh forcing its way out of his gut, 
relief finally beginning to set in. 


More figures began to enter the area, each relieved at the sight of the little boy (why they didn’t just 
leave him to die was beyond him - sure, he understood why Freddy and Sun hadn’t, but the others? 
He didn’t deserve their worry.) Chica had burst into the room, letting out a high-pitched noise and 
wrapping heavyset arms around both him and Sun. 


“Oh thank the stars, you gave us the biggest scare, I- I thought I was gonna pull all my feathers out 
from the stress!” Chica nearly sounded out of breath as she spoke. Before Gregory could fully 
process it, he felt pressure build in his throat, and he sucked in a breath as tears began to blur his 
vision before falling down his cheeks one by one until they were a torrent. He buried his face in a 
mess of ruffles, letting the sobs of relief fall and force his body into a trembling lump. 


“Great, kid’s alright,” A gruff Australian voice. “Good to know he isn’t dead.” Gregory lifted his 
head away from Sun’s chest to look at the alligator (or, crocodile, he supposed) that was looking at 
him. The moment that Monty saw his face, his expression shifted. “Oh crikey, you okay, kid?” The 
gator reached out a hand to gently pat Gregory on the back, the boy shifting slightly from the touch. 


The final member made her entrance, tail fluffed up. “This reunion is great and all,” Roxanne 
snarled. “But aren’t we forgetting something?” At the lack of a response, she bared her teeth. “The 
body parts in our systems! How did you all forget?!” 


Silence finally settled over the group. Nobody spoke up. 


The eons of silence finally broke by none other than the brunette himself lifting his head. “I... think 
I know who did it...” 


“Why haven’t you said anything then?! This isn’t funny, someone could be hurt or worse and-” 


“It was Vanny,” Gregory interrupted Roxanne, the wolf faltering for a moment. “Vanny did it.” 


“... Vanny?” Roxanne sounded dumbfounded. “Isn’t that Vanessa’s old nickname? You can’t just 
blame the security guard because she scares you.” 


” 


“Actually,” Freddy interjected. “I believe that Gregory is correct. While you and the others were... 
He paused to think through his wording for a brief moment. “Hijacked, there was someone else 
commanding you all. She had a bunny suit on, and she sounded the same as Officer Vanessa, let 
alone being the same height and body type. I do think that there is reason to believe that the 
similarities are more than a mere coincidence...” 


“So,” Roxanne shot a frustrated glare at Freddy. ““You’re saying Vanessa, who we’ve known our 
entire existence, hurt and possibly killed someone and used us to hide her tracks?” 


“Perhaps she’s just-” 


ae 


“Just what, Freddy? What could possibly make any of this okay? 


Chica pushed the two apart, Freddy having long let go of Gregory as he had become more focused 
on his argument with Roxanne. “Both of you, this isn’t the time for fighting! We have a boy to get 
out of here, and if everyone is fighting, then we might as well-” There was a quiet clatter to the 
side. 


Gregory’s face paled as he turned to face the noise, relieved at the sight of one of those white bots 
rolling along the floor with a flashlight in hand, simply having accidentally bumped into an empty 
soda can, sending it gently rolling across the ground. Monty seemed to also not like the noise, 
slowly moving along with Gregory to stand further away from it. “Maybe we shouldn’t be so loud 
out in the open, either.” Monty put his hands up in defense as Roxanne hurtled a nasty glare in his 
direction. “Hear me out,” he continued. “If someone is lookin’ for the kid and plannin’ to hurt him, 
then maybe we should be a bit more secretive that he’s here with us?” 


Roxy’s glare fell to the tile. The rest of the group nodded in agreement, Chica asking a simple yet 
daunting question. “...What do we do now?” 


Freddy opened his jaws to say anything, but no words came to him. He shut it again, opened it, and 
shut it again, at a true loss for words. Roxanne gazed at the others, completely unsure herself and 
Sun was ‘biting his fingernails,’ which, in truth, was simply him putting his fingertips to his 
everlasting smile and looking around. Gregory slowly opened his mouth, dreading what he was 
going to say. 


“We have to find her.” Each member of the band looked at him and slowly seemed to understand, 
nodding their heads in turn. 


“Yeah,” Chica nodded. “That makes sense... we should find her and,” she paused for a long 
moment, thinking to herself. “...Ask her why she did what she did?” 


“Are you crazy,” Monty whipped his head around to face the bird, eyeing her face from where he 
was positioned below due to his short stature. “For all we know she killed one or more people and 
shoved ‘em into our bodies! You really think we’ ll just be able to waltz up and talk to her?” 
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“Tf she tries anything, Ill claw her face in,” Roxy added. “Nobody else is getting hurt on my 
watch.” 


“Guys-” 


““A-are we sure violence is the answer?” Sun seemed at a bit of a loss as to why anyone would ever 
want to harm someone that badly. “Maybe she only really needed a good friend!” 


“Ahem.” Everyone turned to Freddy. “Chica?” 


The bird sheepishly muttered a ‘thank you, Freddy’ to the bear, who gave a friendly nod. “Look, I 
don’t know how to fix this. I don’t think anyone here does. All I do know is that someone has 
seriously harmed a little kid and we gotta find them before anything else bad happens, especially to 
Gregory. So, I think we should start searching and figure out what to do when we get there.” 


Chica seemed to slowly melt into her feather boa the longer the others pondered over her words, 
Freddy taking the chance to speak up. “I agree with Chica. We should go and find her as soon as 
possible, and I think the best place to start would be Rockstar Row.” 


Gregory took a deep breath as they all nodded. He guessed he should be used to this by now. There 
was a sudden loud thud, and everyone was reminded again that the DJ was still there as it rose to 
move toward the stage. 


“Ah, DJ, are you going back to the arcade?” The DJ shook its head, letting out a series of notes that 
Gregory could only assume to be speech of some sort. “You’re going to keep watch from the 
stage?” A nod. “Good luck, friend. We will be back soon.” 


Any comfort that Gregory had gotten from being with everyone was torn away the moment Sun 
picked him up. “Upsie daisies!” Gregory shuddered as his aching muscles finally got a bit to rest. 
“You okay, sunshine?” The whites of Sun’s eyes glowed, and he nodded to himself. “I'll have to get 
you to a first-aid station soon. Those injuries look painful.” 


Gregory silently nodded, his eyes slowly beginning to sag as he finally felt like he could rest, if 
only for a moment. He let out a sigh as they closed, and before he knew it, the world around him 
faded into nothing as he managed to fall asleep. 
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Chapter 17 - Tension. 
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They all have no idea how to get out of the situation they've found themselves in, do they...? 
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As the band huddled in the Atrium, watching the DJ slowly scuttle back to the arcade, Freddy 
glanced between his group. How in the world had they managed to get here in the first place, let 
alone end up hiding a child from a police officer and possible murderer ? His mind was swirling 
with questions, memories, emotions, all that he had to shove down and replace with the qualities of 
a leader, whatever those even were anymore. His brows furrowed as he thought about it until his 
eyes landed on a small flash of auburn attached to a short form bundled up in the Daycare 
Attendant’s arms. 


At least Gregory was finally sleeping, much to Freddy’s relief. He had been so tired, that much 
Freddy could tell, and he knew that the boy needed it. He watched as the Daycare Attendant 
hesitantly shifted the boy up higher in his arms before nodding his way. Freddy gave Sun a grateful 
smile as they all walked in grating silence towards the main entrance where Rockstar Row 
connected to, the lights having dimmed after the clock had struck twelve. 


It wasn't very long until the switch from Sun to Moon startled just about all of them, seashell-red 
eyes glancing at each of them as the hat slowly wrapped around Gregory’s sleeping form. Freddy 
felt a gentle twinge of worry. If Gregory woke up, he didn’t doubt that Moon would frighten him, 
he’d learned that before with that massive mental breakdown the boy had. Moon seemed to know 
this as well as he locked gazes with Freddy, brows upturned and worried. The rest of the group 
didn't seem much better, their eyes flitting around in the smothering darkness as they meandered 
down the stairs and toward the massive statue built in Freddy's image. 


As they walked along the tiles, each of them could feel the air getting tighter and tighter around 
their throats as though choking them one by one. Freddy felt his ears pin against his head for a few 
dreadful moments. He forced his head to remain up high, hoping to have his broad form and brave 
demeanor be a comfort to his friends despite the feeling of building anxiety slithering up his back. 
Internally, he wanted to cower, but if he did that, who knows what would happen. He was supposed 
to be the leader, and he would lead as long as he had to. It was just- 


There was a surprised yelp from Chica as Monty accidentally stepped on her heel that snapped 
Freddy back to the task at hand. "Sorry, sorry." Monty stammered, "I uh, I'll just go back here." He 
held his taloned hands up, slowly backing away from the bird to stand next to Moon, and 
subsequently, Gregory. Roxy, who had already been standing beside them, looked his way and 
silently stepped just a few paces in the opposite direction to the gator, before turning back. 


The tension was overbearing, the massive dim area lit only with neon lights being of no help to the 
atmosphere, the contrast between the situation and the vibrant building feeling entirely out of place. 
When they did reach Rockstar Row, none of them were surprised to find it entirely empty aside 
from the display cases that had always been there and the occasional staff bot mopping the floor. 


Roxy's ears drew back, her teeth bearing in a snarl. "Damn it, we aren't going to find her like this!" 
Her tail lashed as she continued, eyes locking on Freddy. "Freddy, we have to split up. If we're 
going to find her, it definitely won't be in a group." 


Freddy's eyes widened slightly. "We shouldn't. I do not think that would be very safe." 


"Yeah. But," Monty had stepped up to stand beside Roxy. "If we all stick together it'll take way too 
long to search this place. It's way too massive to search in a group." 


"Him... Chica?" 


"Ah!" Chica let out a startled yelp as her name was spoken. "Um- y-yes?" 


"What do you think?" Freddy's ears twitched in slight apology for the scare. 


"I- um- I don't know, I- I think I'll decide once everyone else has." Chica fumbled with her hands, 
eyes nervously glancing in every direction the moment eyes had laid on her. "Sorry..." 


"That is alright. Moon?" 


"I believe that we shouldn't split up." Moon shifted Gregory gently, speaking softly so as not to 
disturb the boy. "We should remain near Gregory in case she comes back and tries anything." 


Each member nodded but Chica, who took a deep breath. "I think... I think I agree with Monty and 
Roxy. We really need to find her, and we can't if we can’t search a wide enough area fast enough." 


Freddy nodded in understanding. “If that is what we are doing, then at least two of us should stay 
near Gregory. I propose that The Attendant and I do so for now.” 


Roxy nodded. "Yeah, that's probably our best bet. I'm going to search the atrium some more. If you 
find her, call me. I want to tear her to shreds." She didn't wait for an answer from any of them, 


turning on her heels and stalking in the other direction, her bright white hair slowly melting into the 
darkness after her dark coat already had. Monty sighed once she had vanished. 


"I suppose I should look around Gator Go-Karts again," he murmured. "I didn't really get a good 
look around for her last time." He scratched the back of his scaly neck, red eyes flicking around 
apprehensively. 


"I-I'll go search the maintenance tunnels. She might be in there." Chica's feathers ruffled slightly as 
she spoke, talons fiddling with themselves as she held them to her chest. "G-good luck, guys..." 


The rest of the group nodded, Freddy opening his jaws. "The Attendant and I will search the prize 
counter and move from there. I do hope we find her before she finds us..." He sighed, pulling a 
clawed hand through his fur, dread spilling over him once again as his friends faded from view. 


The Attendant in question nodded as the other two members of Freddy's band pulled away, seashell 
eyes carefully examining the bear. The bear nodded in return, and they silently began to head 
towards the prize counter, not a word spoken. Freddy could’ve sworn he could hear his machinery 
whirring below his chest, his fur prickling just slightly. It was so quiet, surely someone would hear 
them no matter how little noise they made. He felt his ears slowly pin against his head, the entire 
area seeming so much bigger than it had felt just that morning. His eyes slowly moved back to 
Gregory, the only comfort being that his Superstar, for now, was okay. 


He and the Attendant exchanged one final glance as they entered the prize counter, beginning to 
search the area bit by bit in silence. Freddy slowly moved up the stairs in the back to the second 
level of the prize area, when he heard it. Footsteps, loud and thundering. He turned, bolting down 
the stairs just in time to spot Monty slam through the doors. 


He gasped for a few moments, cooling his systems down just enough until he could speak. “Y’all 
need to come see this. Roxy and Chica-” He didn’t need to hear another word. Freddy shouldered 
past the gator, sprinting at full speed across the entrance and to the elevators leading to the Atrium. 
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Gregory hadn’t been expecting to be violently jostled awake again by loud, thundering metal and 
plastic feet on tile, his auburn eyes shooting open and adrenaline surging through his veins as he 
tried to understand what was happening. He felt his heart race, panic sending his brain into full 
overdrive as bits of sleep still clinging to it drifted and faded away into clarity. He managed to rub 
some of the sleep out of his eyes with his one operating hand, the other lightly pulsing with pain as 
he bumped up and down and up again. He drifted his eyes up to the gently glowing face of his 
friend, illuminated by the face’s own icy blue eyes. The bear in question had a hard look on his 
face, brows tightly furrowed and lips drawn back in worry, once gleaming orange fur appearing 
almost brown in the pitch darkness. Just as he opened his mouth to question why they were 
running, a burning slit of light hit his retinas, forcing him to flinch away and cover his still- 
sensitive eyes, only realizing after a moment of adjustment that it had come from the elevators 
leading to the Atrium. 


“Freddy,” he squeaked out, voice raspy and more air than actual words. “Why are we running?” 
The boy waited for a response, for a movement, for anything from the bear, but no such thing came. 
Freddy instead silently entered the elevator with two others that Gregory finally discerned to be 
Monty and the Daycare Attendant. The moment his eyes laid on the blue and gold adorned jester, 
he felt a roar of blood in his ears, eyes shooting open wide, any lingering sleep left being blasted 
away by sheer panic. He shut his eyes tightly, gritting his teeth because he knew that the Attendant 
wouldn’t hurt him, because he cared about him, but even then... 


He couldn’t stop himself. He squirmed in Freddy’s arms, trying desperately to get to solid ground 
where he’d at least have control over where he was, yelping out a “Freddy, put me down!” before 
the bear seemed to want to even let go of the boy in the slightest. If Freddy had said something, he 
didn’t hear it, as the only important thing at the moment to Gregory’s panic-frazzled brain was to 
get as far away from Moon as he could. He pushed himself against the wall, dull pain spiking 


between his shoulder blades as he ended up backing into the bar made to help stay balanced while 
the elevator was in motion. It registered only for a moment until he only saw the startled and 
mortified face of the Attendant, white pinpricks of light surrounded by a pool of seashell red 
worriedly taking in his own likely even more terrified expression. He saw his vision double and 
blur, anxious bile rising up in his throat before he shut his eyes, forcing it down, down where it 
would stay, never let out, never to make him ruin his relationship completely with someone just 
trying to help him. He wouldn’t let that happen again, not after the last time nearly got him crushed 
under a massive beetle robot, and before that chased by endoskeletal Freddy models, and before 
that... he stopped his train of thought, focusing on deep breaths in and out. He couldn’t start crying 
again. He needed to be strong, or he’d never make it out of here alive and in one piece. Granted, a 
single piece that would need extensive therapy, but one piece nonetheless. 


“Gregory?” he heard the muffled voice fading back in. “Superstar, it’s okay.” He nodded, preferring 
to stare at the tile than up at a face that just hours before had been trying to kill him. “It’s going to 
be okay, it’s almost five. We can get you out of here soon.” He carefully lifted his eyes to meet his 
friend’s gaze, his shoulders slowly loosening. He wasn’t calm by a long shot, but it was miles upon 
miles better than being a sobbing, screaming, crying mess and lashing out in fear like he had been 
most of the night. A frazzled but amused thought pierced through his now-aching head. ‘ J guess 
most kids my age would have thrown in the towel by now, huh?’ He thought about what Freddy had 
said for a few moments and then nodded, opening his dry mouth to come up with a response. 


Before any words left him, there was a resonant ding as the elevator reached its destination, the 
doors opening into gaping darkness as far as Gregory could see. The neon signs around the entire 
Atrium, unfortunately, didn’t provide much light aside from a gentle glow on the wall around each 
one. Freddy quickly rose to his feet - when he had crouched down, Gregory couldn’t quite recall - 
and entered the Atrium. Gregory quickly followed him, unwilling to be left behind with the 
Naptime Attendant, or Monty for that matter. 


“They’re this way,” Monty grunted, leading the group toward the escalators heading to the lower 
floor, and then towards the utility door by the stage. Gregory had to practically jog to keep up with 
the animatronics’ swift strides, his short legs hardly able to match their distance despite his best 
attempts to get them to do so. His head was racing with fleeting thoughts like, ‘ What if Vanny 
appears again ,’ or, ‘ What if they get hacked while I’m with them again ,’ or * What if I get turned 
into a meat pretzel from all of this? ’ Needless to say, he felt that familiar rise of dread up his spine, 
tingling and stabbing into his every sense. 


He had hardly realized that he had made it to the door until he ran into Freddy’s leg, hissing out a 
quick apology and stepping back. Freddy didn’t turn to look at him, Gregory’s brows furrowing in 
confusion. Was he ignoring him? Did he do something? But then, why would he have comforted 
him in the elevator? He tried to fit together the pieces like it was some kind of puzzle he could 
solve despite having little to no clue about how other people socialized until he realized that Freddy 
had made more distance between them from walking into the hall. He yelped quietly, shuffling into 
the dark space, and was quickly followed by the other two. He couldn’t see what was in front of 


them around the bulky form of Freddy, despite his trying to get a view of the tunnel, but he did 
hear what was in front of them. 


“Freddy, there you are. Thanks, Monty.” Roxanne. “Come here, you gotta take a look at this.” 


He carefully followed Freddy as they shifted deeper into the maintenance hall, the bear stepping 
aside at a turn. He stared forward, his spine prickling in unease from the sight before him. 


It was a massive, gaping hole in the metal wall, clearly manmade, Roxanne holding up a plate that 
almost looked like a door of some kind that seemingly covered it previously. Despite this, just past 
the metal was crumbling dirt and dust instead of a pathway, large enough to barely fit the 
animatronics yet small enough to make it horribly, horribly uncomfortable. He felt himself squirm 
slightly, eyes trying to adjust to the area. 


“T found it while I was searching, so I called you guys here. Look,” Roxanne held up a piece of 
sealed paper, Gregory needing to squint to make it out. “It’s not marked on the employee map. But, 
it looks like it continues deeper in.” He felt his body jolt slightly at the idea of crawling through yet 
another long, empty, dark and cold hallway for nothing, but before he could protest, Chica had 
already said something. 


““She’s probably in here, then. We’ve already searched everywhere else,” she chirped. “We can get 
her arrested, and then get Gregory home! And then, we can all go back to normal!” The band 
exchanged uncomfortable glances before nodding, their eyes glowing slightly brighter to ensure 
they could see through the penetrating darkness. One after another the animatronics entered the 
hall, Gregory being forced to scramble up to get in. He quickly found the hall to be much shorter 
than he had anticipated, the dirt giving way to a scuffed, rusted metal that arched in a circle. The 
moment he stepped into the metal hall, he felt water soak up his legs and into his socks, the cold 
liquid sending shivers up and down his body. 


He yelped as something drifted past his leg, lifting his foot to find it covered in dark, stained liquid. 
He could smell old, flat water, impure and vile, as well as the clear, uncut smell of iron. He let his 
eyes adjust more, finding the water to be nearly black with impurities, grime clinging to the sides of 
the metal where it may have once reached. He could have sworn he could smell the reek of all 
kinds of different waste, although he couldn’t be completely sure. He slowly followed the others, 
nervously glancing at the walls, feeling dripping water land in his hair and dribble off of the 
unbrushed and coarse fibers, the thick, wet air feeling much harder to breathe than usual. He 
continued to drag his legs through the disgusting water, slowly piecing together that what he had 
felt in the water hadn’t been just some stray piece of plastic. He could now see that there were 
many, many pieces of clothing scattered in the water - shoes, shirts, pants, jackets - all left here in 
the grime and mud to slowly decay. He stared up at Freddy’s back instead, not wanting to think 
about the horrible heavy feeling lingering in his gut. 


It wasn’t much longer before they stepped up onto a solid metal platform, Gregory grimacing as he 
heard his shoes and socks squelch under him. He wanted to throw up as he looked over the metal 
railing on the platform, seeing a stairway that led down further than the tiny LED lights on the 
walls could illuminate back up to him. He swallowed, the darkness feeling more physical than a 
simple lack of light as they all silently began to go down the stairwell, into the belly of the 
metaphorical beast they were climbing into the maw of. 


Step by step by agonizing step, Gregory descended with the rest of the animatronics, the only signs 
of ‘life’ being the whirring of mechanics and hydraulics, the squelch of soaking wet socks, and the 
sound of metal footsteps landing on metal. Gregory slowly realized that the area was brightening, 
the walls seemingly covered in color. It wasn’t like the upper portion of the Pizzaplex, however. 
Instead of bright decals of the band and colorful neon lights, this was graffiti: tags, names, and 
other images spray painted on the walls. Before he knew it, the stairwell had ended, with even more 
putrid water at the bottom. He gagged for a moment, before- 


“Aha! I knew it!” the shout from Roxanne had startled every last one of them. “That has to be her.” 
She pointed at the newly found tunnel, right next to it on the wall. Painted, in bright red, was an 
eerily familiar rabbit, and the smell of stinking rot and decay filled the area. Gregory felt his face 
contort in dread, entirely unprepared for the final hour of his stay. 
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One by one, they had entered the dim and dark path, Freddy growing more and more 
uncomfortable as flat water seeped progressively further into his synthetic fur, staining it dark 
brown. A massive flood of dread quickly overpowered that discomfort as he exited the path into a 
dark, gaping room. Its ceiling was much taller than the massive arcade’s, its walls rivaling the 
distance apart that the Atrium boasted. It almost made the animatronic queasy, if he even could be, 
staring up and seeing the rock and hardened mud held up by supports, the towering piles of garbage 
bags left carelessly in gargantuan heaps. He turned to his companions, each visibly uncomfortable 
as well, their still-glowing eyes glancing around, nearly akin to deer in headlights. He felt his 
thoughts begin to vaguely race, anxiety spawning more dread, spawning more anxiety and fear, 
spawning more dread, until something grabbed his claw. He turned his head, staring down at the 
little thing that had grabbed his hand, spotting Gregory clutching to him, entire body wracked with 
shivers in the cold, damp air. He briefly locked eyes with the boy, seeing his shoulders relax 
slightly and eyes soften before continuing forward. 


As they slowly waded through the cold water, his mind began to drift. He could see animatronic 
parts littered about, likely not good enough for use and left down here to ensure they didn t get 
used. Discarded, left behind, dismantled. That thought branched into another, one he’d been 
avoiding ever since... well, he couldn’t quite recall when it had started exactly, not between having 
to worry about the band, and then worrying about everything else, and then this. He felt the familiar 
prickle of longing that came along with the thought. He wondered if things could have gone 
differently if he was here. 


He stopped that train of thought the moment it had fully registered, forcing it back deep where it 
had come. He couldn’t keep thinking about him, he was gone. He would never come back, and 
Freddy had to live with that, no matter how much he had adored the blue rabbit. But, did that 
change how he felt? He didn’t think it did, a stray glance towards Monty showed him that much. 
He felt another pang of regret for even thinking about how much more he wanted the rabbit here 
than Monty and how things would be okay again if only he were here instead. He straightened his 
back, putting his gaze forward again. He couldn’t be moping right now - he had a monster to catch. 
He could put his agonized feelings about Bonnie aside for later. Right now, he had to focus on 
getting this lady caught. 


He felt a little tug on his claw again, and he looked down once more. “Are you okay?” the little boy 
by his side murmured. “You look sad again.” Freddy felt a twinge in his gut, silently nodding to the 
little boy in some form of reassurance. He didn’t trust himself to open his mouth right now, not 
with the swirling thoughts battling for dominance in his head. He’d say something he’d regret, and 
he didn’t want this poor little boy to deal with any more issues than he already seemed to. After all, 
he was the adult - although by now that word was starting to feel a bit off to describe what he was 
to Gregory - in this situation, and he sure as hell wouldn’t be dropping a load of unresolved grief on 
him. 


So, Freddy resolved himself to continue to stride through the water in grating silence, the sloshing 
feeling more like real, genuine company than his friends did at that moment. As long as he could 
stay strong, if he could just be the leader they needed him to be, then this would all be fine. It had 
to be fine. If it didn’t end up fine... well, he didn’t know how much more of this he could take. 


The unease running through her fur was near-unbearable, her ears pinned flat against her head as 
she tried to stride through the water to keep up with Freddy and the others. She cursed herself, 
knowing that she had to suck it up because she was already on thin ice as it was and she didn’t need 
a new reason to be scrapped. She had learned that already when the Pizzaplex’s manager had very 
angrily told her that one more of her and Monty’s fights had ended in hundreds of dollars in 
damages, and if she wanted to stay a part of the band, she’d need to get that under control. She 
remembered the last member of the band who was scrapped - who she was honestly pretty sure was 
in some kind of romantic relationship with Freddy at the time - Bonnie. She remembered how 
bright he was, how cheery and friendly he was, always wanting to make sure everyone was alright 
and doing well. She distinctly remembered him being a joy to have around, helping Freddy get over 
his stage fright, helping her get ahold of her insecurities, helping Chica feel as though she wasn’t a 
failure. And then, there was an accident in Bonnie Bowl, a child got hurt, and he got blamed. After 
that, his fate had pretty much been sealed. Harming a child was possibly the worst thing you could 
do as a performing children’s robot, so they never really saw him again. 


Monty being introduced to the band less than a week after definitely didn’t help. Hell, she was 
certain that almost everyone in the band resented him or felt horrible every time they looked at him. 
After all, he was a replacement. A quick fix, not meant to be permanent, and yet so, so permanent 
at the exact same time. She sometimes felt bad for the alligator, being haphazardly shoved into a 
place without any warning, having to pick up the guitar and learn how to play right in less than a 
week, the rest of the group he was now a permanent part of resenting him and staring at him like he 
was some sort of alien, not meant to be there. Despite that, she still had to keep stepping on 
eggshells every few moments when the Pizzaplex was open. She refused to leave the others behind, 
not if she could help it. And damn it, she was the best, so she would. She had to. 


Monty knew that look. The moment Freddy’s icy eyes had laid on him, he recognized the hopeless 
longing and sorrow that made him want to shrink back into his scales and apologize. He knew he 
couldn’t blame them for it, not when it was still only a few months or so after the loss of the rabbit, 
but that still didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. He wasn’t Bonnie, he would never be Bonnie and he knew 
they saw him as a replacement. He didn’t want to be a replacement, though, he just wanted to be 
appreciated for him being himself. A genuine part of the band, someone else, not just... fake 
Bonnie. 


He rubbed his talons together, feeling the pads under them graze the scaly surface of his other hand, 
his brows tightening into a furrowed line. He wondered what the others were thinking about, trying 
desperately to keep the frustration out and the world in. He glanced at each member, picking apart 
their current actions. Freddy was holding onto Gregory’s hand, eyes fixed forward, unfocused and 
distant. Roxanne had her ears pinned against her head, her nose and mouth occasionally twitching 
as though something was irritating her, tail fluffed out to almost double its size. Chica was 
nervously fiddling with her own talons, glancing around as her shining green earrings glinted in the 
darkness, violet eyes filled with panic and fright. The Attendant was watching Gregory as he 
walked, seeming about ready to scoop up the boy and haul him out of danger the second any 
arrived. In short, everyone looked as though at any moment, Vanny would leap out and dismantle 
every last one of them and kill Gregory. He felt a twitch of irritation prickle up his spine. ‘She 
probably isn t even expecting that we're even here, let alone stalking us!’ he thought desperately. 
‘Besides, she's probably doing something else important.’ His mind was trying to rationalize all of 
this, his own nerves wracking as their walk continued. 


Monty had never been through anything like this in his entire conscious existence. He wanted to get 
out. Now. 


His thoughts were drifting in and out again. He recognized it this time, as he felt his pants hastily 
soak up as much water as the denim could, right up to his knees. He knew he was shivering, and 
that it was freezing down here, but besides that, he didn’t find himself quite as scared as he thought 
he would be. Instead, the world felt impossibly far away, as though he was watching some sort of 
movie where he was the cameraman, waiting for the editor to just cut forward. 


But there was no cut, no camera. He was still there, but it didn’t feel like he was. He was so, so far 
away, the sound of the water not feeling quite real, a numb wash of apathy spreading itself over 
him. He had felt it before, when things were particularly stressful at home before he ran away, 
when he would simply sit there, in bed, dazed and not quite him as the world moved along without 
him. He didn’t quite think it was a problem. In fact, he quite preferred it over the constant buzzing 
fear and panic and everything else going on in his head every two seconds. He numbly felt his hand 


being shaken around, and he dazedly looked up to the bear holding it, who was saying something. 
He had to really focus to get back to reality, the words floating to his ears lazily. 


“...-to cross this, be very, very careful.” Freddy’s eyes were wide and worried, and Gregory felt his 
brows furrow in mild confusion. He nodded anyway, fixing his eyes on what Freddy was talking 
about. He instantly understood what Freddy had meant by ‘be very careful,’ as ahead of them was a 
massive drop, the only thing allowing a pathway across being a large metal bridge littered with 
those white, wheeled robots from before, deactivated and broken. He felt himself tense slightly, 
absently biting his own tongue as he stepped forward, grabbing the railing. 


The moment he looked down, he felt searing panic shoot up his entire body. He couldn’t see the 
bottom, the light fading until there was nothing but pitch-black death, death, and more death at the 
bottom. Gregory gritted his teeth, looking back up and slowly walking. He heard footsteps behind 
him, characteristically heavy ones of an animatronic, as one of them began to follow him across. 
He took in a sharp breath, his legs visibly trembling. “This... isn’t so bad,” he remarked, more to 
calm himself than the others. “This isn’t even unstable, it’s just-” 


He shrieked as he felt something wrap tightly around his ankle, throwing him wildly off-balance. It 
was a hand, attached to one of those heavy robots, a dull off-white and covered in grime, sending 
him falling to the metal platform. He scrambled, breathless, as he heard the panicked shouts of the 
animatronics just barely away from him, seeing long red ribbons reaching towards him in an 
attempt to pull him back up. He grabbed the railing, adrenaline pounding in his ears, his head 
screaming for him to do something, get up, get up, he was going to fall if he didn’t shake it off of 
him! 


His hands slipped on the sleek metal surface, fingers trembling from the strain. “ No, no, no!” he 
shrieked, slipping further. “ /’m gonna- I’m gonna fall!” He cried, his fingers slipping almost 
completely off of the metal railing. The next instant he was plummeting down in the dark, the 
ribbons barely missing their target and running out of range, the faces of the animatronics running 
to the edge of the bridge a mix of horror and panic. Gregory screamed up at them in complete 
terror, knowing far too well that they could do nothing. He wanted this sick nightmare to end 
already. The last thought that he had before an explosion of pain in his skull sent him into 
unconsciousness was that this would probably be how he died. 


Chapter End Notes 


Erm.... hi! Sorry for the sudden burst of chapters, but inspiration has hit me like a freight train 
and I'm going to use it until it starts crawling in agony. Anyways, I hope you enjoyed it, the 
next chapters may be a lot longer (like... a lot longer) but for now, that's all from me folks! 
Until next time :P 


Chapter 20 - Broken Down 
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He was swimming in darkness for what felt like an eternity, flitting in and out of consciousness for 
a time he couldn't quite determine. When the world did finally come back to him, he felt his head 
pound with an excruciating headache, every dim light feeling a million times brighter than it 
actually was. He slowly forced himself into a seated position, dull pain shooting up his hand as it 
pushed against something hard and cold and angular. He turned his head slightly, the entire world 
warping and spinning as he did so, trying to figure out what he had pushed against. 


His eyes landed on the object, confusion spreading before his bleary, dazed mind could fully 
penetrate it. He saw the metal first, definitely an animatronic, but it was surrounded by dull white 
plastic. Areas of the plastic were painted blue or orange yet it was rather hard to decipher the edges 
of the colors from the grime coating its surface. He slowly lifted his eyes to its head, icy shards of 
horror shooting through his veins as he realized its eyes were staring at him. 


Utterly freaked out, he tried to stand, quickly falling back on the trash he had landed on as 
something clutched to his ankle. He looked down at his foot, another one of the animatronics 
clutching tightly to it. He panicked for a brief, horrible moment, reaching down and grabbing its 
hand. He began to pry its fingers off, the rusted metal frames under it unwilling to release him. He 
managed to slowly force its fingers off of him while the corroded metal whined and groaned, the 
skin where it had been grabbing him red and inflamed. He used the opportunity to actually get up 
this time, carefully shuffling away from the mass of eyes that stared him down and made his hands 
clammy and his skin pallid. He let out a whimper, the noise high-pitched and drawn out, before his 
hands flew to his mouth. In the darkness, he saw what looked like the pale animatronic that had 
dragged him off to the Daycare, at the start of this whole mess, lifting its head and reaching towards 
him. Except, there wasn’t just one. He had to bite down the horrified shriek he was about to let out 
as multiple of them rose, blackened eyes reaching out toward him. 


Gregory quickly turned, trying his hardest to quietly clamber off of the active pile of scraps, panic 
stabbing its steak into his chest until he thought it might explode. He managed to get further away, 
eyes landing on a flashlight, left behind in the pile. He grabbed it, pressing the button, relief 
coursing through him as the light flickered dimly on. It wasn’t the strongest, but it would do, and it 


would certainly make sure he could see. He aimed it at himself, trying to make sure he wasn’t 
bleeding out or something and the adrenaline was just blocking it. 


He stifled a sharp breath in. His bandages had begun to peel, his entire arm feeling like it was under 
far too many blankets, trapping more and more heat until it felt like it would boil. Unable to bear it, 
he began to carefully unwrap his arm, stifling a sharp cry of pain as the skin and blood stuck to the 
gauze and yanked. He had to make sure it was okay, there was no reason for it to be so hot under 
there. Just as he suspected, the instant he shone the light on the wound, he felt himself almost gag 
for the billionth time that night. The edges of the skin were sickly yellow, peeling and folding like a 
rag thrown carelessly on to cover it up. There was a thick pustule around the wound, pressure 
building just below the skin from the infection he so clearly had gotten. 


He felt himself begin to weaken, all resolve beginning to flee his body. He curled in on his infected 
arm, a hiccuping sob ripping through his tightened chest and tears beginning to roll down his 
cheeks. Why had he even come, he could’ve taken shelter anywhere else, why did he need to climb 
through that vent and get stuck here? He wanted to scream for Freddy, for Sun, for any of the others 
- even Moon would be better than being stuck alone, broken, and terrified out of his mind in the 
dark with these horrible broken-down staff bots. He clutched his jacket tighter around himself, 
trying to get to his feet. The staff bots, he realized with horror, had risen as much as each one could, 
and had begun to crawl towards him. He stepped backward, socks growing ever wetter as his foot 
fell into a puddle. In his battered and hazy mind, maybe he thought that he could simply run and get 
out, but he quickly realized that wouldn’t be an option. There was nowhere to go, nowhere except a 
massive staircase he couldn’t possibly climb. He was simply too exhausted. Despite that, he tried, 
feet slipping on the soaked metal and sneakers squeaking loudly, only drawing more attention to 
himself. 


He yelped as something metallic wrapped tightly around him, and before he could register it, he 
was being pulled towards something, a sharp shriek of terror and surprise freeing itself from his 
mouth before he could stop it. Soft arms wrapped around him, familiar seashell-red eyes and red 
ribbons filling his vision. He flailed again, trying to get as far away from the horrid memories as he 
could, falling out of Moon’s grip and instead into massive, furry orange arms. The instant he 
registered it, he sobbed, clutching to the bear’s red jacket and burying his head in his friend’s chest. 


“Gregory, thank goodness,” Freddy was saying, Gregory barely able to register it through the 
overwhelming emotions filling him. “We all panicked when you fell, and then we found the 
staircase down here and found you like... well, this.” Gregory lifted his eyes, tears filling the 
brown depths and glistening as they fell. 


He choked out, “Freddy-” before he was interrupted. 


“Wonderful... you’re all in one place.” 
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Cold, icy dread gripped them all as they turned to look at the voice’s owner. The darkness cloaked 
her identity, yet they didn’t need to see her to know exactly who she was. Beside him, to his right, a 
snarl sounded, piercing the chilled air. “Vanny. I know you’re there! Show yourself, coward!” 


The perpetrator slowly exits the shadows, the weak light illuminating her features one at a time. 
Adorned in her rabbit suit, Vanny presses a finger to the suit’s mouth, a loud shush echoing through 
the darkness. She quietly whispers, “Be careful... wouldn’t want to wake them.” At the confused 
expressions undoubtedly on the animatronics’ faces, she giggled, clarifying her statement. “The 
security bots. They’re so excited to get their hands on new parts to fix themselves with. Yours 
would be perfect, especially since they’re still perfectly functional.” 


The broad-shouldered bear with his hands on Gregory’s shoulders let go, fully standing. “Vanny,” 
he began, flinching as the pinprick eyes looked at him again. “Why are you doing this? We—” He 
was instantly interrupted by a slow, eerie giggle from the maniac that quickly devolved into a 
chuckle. 


“Why,” Vanny repeats, almost mocking. Freddy’s brows furrow. “Because it’s fun. Every time, I get 
to watch all of you run around with some kid you’ve never met, trying desperately to help them. 
Every time, you fail, and every time, I get to enjoy watching those children beg for you all to get 
back up.” She giggles. “You never remember. I make sure of that.” 


Gregory turns to the animatronics. Each one of their faces was contorted in complete horror, with 
mouths agape and pupils either pinpricks or dilated into large dark circles. Gregory felt his stomach 
twist, a gaping pit opening in it as she continued to quietly giggle, undoubtedly overjoyed that he 
would be her next victim. 


“You sick...” He quickly turned his head to see Roxy approaching the edge, a snarl exploding out 
of her. “Still concealing your identity, even as you threaten to wipe our memory data? What kind of 


disgusting—” 


“R... Roxy,” Gregory whimpered, his eyes landing on the pile of scraps below them. The security 
bots were beginning to climb over one another, reaching up towards the noise. 


“person do you think you are? I have half a mind to come over there and—” 


“Roxy!” He raised his voice. Only after the wolf stopped her furious rant did she seem to notice the 
scrapped bots, reaching towards her. Her pupils were suddenly blown to triple their size, leaving 
hardly any iris behind as she shuffled backward, terror lighting her entire face. 


From across the darkened area, the giggling resumes, almost all of their eyes zipping back up to 
either viciously glare or stare in horror at the rabbit. Gregory could hear the elation slipping 
through her words as she spoke, gloved hands reaching up toward her own head. “You’d like me to 
take it off?” Gregory felt sick listening to her. “Here.” 


Gregory watched as she lifted the headpiece, showing Officer Vanessa underneath, skin gleaming 
with sweat from the heat within the suit. Despite it all, her face was overjoyed, a sinister grin 
cracking open her face up to her cheekbones. A silence filled the room, eyes transfixed on the 
woman. Disbelief. Hatred. Loathing. Disgust . All of it, in the eyes of his friends, in his own eyes, a 
pure recoiling fear and dread that pulled him closer to the orange fur at his side. 


“Now that I’ve done what you’ve asked,” her voice cleanly sliced through the air now, uninhibited 
by thick cloth and foam from the suit, “I have one simple request. Leave Gregory—” —she points to 
him, something lighting up in her eyes as terror fills his— “And you all get to go back and I won’t 
have to wipe all of your memories.” She watches them for what feels like far too long, lime eyes 
flicking from one animatronic to the next, unreadable aside from the overwhelming mirth flooding 
them. 


Gregory felt paws tighten on his shoulders. “No,” a steady voice rings out behind him—Freddy’s 
voice—and he bites his tongue. “Absolutely not. I refuse to allow you to harm a child under my 
watch.” Gregory turned, watching as each of his friends nodded, setting their jaws in anticipation. 


The mirth leaves Vanessa’s gaze. “Fine then,” she sighs, lifting something shiny from the ground, 

“T’ll just have to make you.” She throws the object, Gregory realizing as it entered the light that it 

was a glass bottle, the loud shattering noise piercing through his already pained head like a bolt of 
lightning. “That way.” 


He felt the paws grab his upper arm, footsteps thudding, the world whirling around him as they 
scrambled up the stairs they had come. The scraping behind them filled Gregory’s ears, drilling into 
his brain. He opened his mouth to scream as he glanced behind him, seeing the security robots 
beginning to claw their way up the stairs with missing limbs, eyes, heads, and wheels. He turned 
back, the hollering from the animatronics inaudible over the screaming. Was it his own? He 
couldn’t tell. Everything was going quickly, adrenaline pounding in his ears as he climbed until his 
legs burned. 


He felt his throat begin to grow raw as one of the mangled security bots gripped his foot. He 
kicked, thrusting his leg out over the edge and forcing it to let go. He didn’t watch it hit the ground. 


Instead, he continued to sprint for his life, up and up, unwilling to pause and let the damned things 
get to him before he could get out. The noise began to clear as more and more of the bots ceased 
their attempts to climb, dropping back down into the pile below. What replaced the screeching of 
plastic and metal was laughter. Her laughter. “Don’t worry, Gregory,” she let the words roll out 
over the air with sickening sweetness and a lingering threat beneath. “I'll come get you soon.” 


Gregory risked a glance behind him as they ran toward the sewer exit, catching the glimmer of 
green eyes in the shadows before he managed to get up the last step, his entire body filled with 
tension and dread. He knew what he had to do now. How he’d finally escape. 
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He broke into the front of the group, leading them out of the sewers, into the atrium, and up to the 
entrance. Their confused words and questions were entirely drowned out by the ringing in his ears. 
He had to find a phone, one he could easily get to and call for help. It would be a while until police 
arrived. In the ensuing chaos, he’d escape. It was a horrible plan, he knew that much, and it could 
end up with him back with his horrible foster family—or worse, dead. He didn’t have time to think 
about that right now. 


He entered the elevator. “We need to find somewhere to hide,” he found himself saying. 
“Somewhere she won’t find us. We need to find a phone.” 


He jolted as talons landed on his shoulder and he was turned around. His eyes met concerned violet 
ones, Chica’s voice cutting through his train of thought. “Gregory,” she was saying, a worried pitch 
to her voice. “We're not doing anything until we get that arm redressed and put some antibiotics on 
it. You can't go around with an infected arm; it's unsafe.” 


His brows furrowed. Could she not see how much more important this was? He could steal some 
first aid supplies later and redress it himself. It wasn’t even that bad. 


However, as he looked down at it and the sour smell of infection registered, he found himself 
wavering. Okay, so, maybe it was pretty bad, but he had to keep on task. If he were to stop now, 
she’d hurt them. A// of them. He lifted his eyes back up, finding his voice again. “J—” 


“Gregory.” He flinched as Moon spoke, firm and unwavering. “You’re not getting out of this.” 
Gregory stared at the blue and gold jester, who was staring him down, challenging him to protest 
further. He nearly instantly shrank away from him, auburn eyes falling to the tile. “Come on, we’re 
getting you to a first aid station. You can complain later.” 


Before he could even get another word out, a talon gently took his hand and began to lead him in 
the direction of the entrance. He nearly yelled out to them how much of a horrible idea it was to go 
to the entrance, where Vanessa probably expected them to go. He stopped himself, however. 
Screaming would only draw her near. He grimaced, brows furrowed, moving along with the pull 
instead of fighting against it. They swiftly walked along the tiling. As much as he hated to admit it, 
he found his legs a bit tired and clumsy, his head fogging and his arm boiling hot as the adrenaline 
began to subside. He sighed, knowing that they had a point. He couldn’t possibly keep going 
without some kind of medical attention, and their worry came from a good place. 


He didn’t know exactly how long they were walking, but he registered them all walking into the 
elevator. He squished himself against a wall, the area cramped from the amount of animatronics 
squishing themselves inside. They probably could have taken both elevators. Gregory sighed, 
knowing that would’ve been a much better idea. Freddy glanced at him, a sharp pang moving 
through Gregory’s chest at the look on his face. 


Freddy looked terrified. Gregory felt his gut twist. They shouldn’t all be this worried for him. He 
didn’t deserve it. And yet, he stared at the bear as the doors opened, finding a lump filling his 
throat. Chica took his hand again, swiftly leading him toward a first aid station in the lobby, where 
they began to search for antibiotics and gauze. Gregory’s eyes drifted from them, landing instead 
on a small, black rectangle the size of his head. 


A phone. He drifted toward it, ignoring a confused question from Monty, before he grabbed it, 
reaching up with his left arm. It was broken. Mangled and infected, scabs torn open from pulling 
gauze off of them. Agony shot through him as he slowly began to press the numbers one by one. 
First a nine, then two ones. He grimaced as he called the number, the ringing quickly stopped by 
the phone being picked up by an operator. 


“ 911, whats your emergency? ” He quickly began to describe how he was being chased by a 
murderous lady in a rabbit costume. He whimpered as they asked for his location. This was it, he 
just had to tell them where he was, get her caught, and escape. “ I’m sending a patrol to your 
location, please stay on the line with me.” He felt sick. Of course. If an active murderer was 
heading for him, of course they’d want him to stay on the line to make sure he didn’t die. He 
sighed, holding his arm out for Chica to gently wrap up in gauze and spritz with antibacterial spray. 


“We couldn’t find any antibiotics, but there’s antibacterial spray and some gauze,” she was saying. 
“Tt’s gonna be okay.” He winced as the spray stung into his wound. “We’re getting you out right 
after thi—” Chica let out a loud squawk, her eyes rolling back. 


His eyes widened in horror. “Ch— Chica?” He stared down at Chica, dropping the phone. Her eyes 
were powered down, as was her entire body. He looked at the others. A// of them were off: He 
scrambled to Freddy. “‘F-Freddy, a-are you—” He shook the bear at the lack of response, feeling as 
though his chest might explode. “Freddy? Come on, what’s with you guys?” 


“They’re off, Gregory.” The voice petrified him, silken and deadly and entirely running low on 
patience. “I warned them, as I warned you. They could have left you, but now they’re never even 
going to remember your face.” Tears stung his eyes, heat rising to his face in blinding outrage. 


He stood up, fear blasted away by hatred. “You did this, you— you’re a monster!” He gritted his 
teeth. The moment the red eyes landed on him again, he felt all the bravery leave his body. “Y- 
you’re a... Please d— don’t kill me,” he whispered, backing away. 


The giggle that responded sent ice into his veins. He began to sprint, fleeing toward the other exit. 
He heard footsteps behind him as she gave chase. “I do love a good hunt,” she cackled, his 
breathing catching in his chest in response. He skidded on the tile, sneakers screeching in protest, 
quickly changing his trajectory toward the entrance. He bolted for it, hearing the maniacal giggling 
just behind him. 


Pain exploded through his shoulder as she threw her knife at his head, barely missing. He turned 
again, sprinting for anywhere else to hide. “ Come here, Gregory~”’ He nearly screamed again. “ 
You cant outrun me forever!” 


He would make her eat those words, he just had to find a place to rest first. He spotted the lost and 
found, throwing himself into a pile of clothing. He pulled a hand over his nose and mouth, chest 
exploding from lack of proper oxygen. Once he was absolutely certain he could trust himself not to 
scream, he yanked the knife out, tearing his jacket and wrapping it around tightly to stop the blood 
flow. 


He almost sighed in relief as the throbbing took hold over the pain. He curled in on himself, hoping 
that he could hide in the sweaty pile of clothing long enough for the police to arrive. That hope was 
short-lived, however, as the jacket that was lying over him was torn away. 


“There you are,” she giggled, mere feet away from his face. He shrieked, throwing himself out of 
the clothing pile as a separate dagger swung down toward his head, missing by a few inches. 


He lunged toward the door, reaching for the handle with his hand before he was knocked to the 
ground, the air blown out from his lungs. He wrangled himself onto his back, grabbing her hands 
with his own, ignoring the agony splicing through his left arm. He was holding the knife up, away 
from his head. He couldn’t keep it up— she was a police officer, muscles much stronger than his 
own. The only reason he was even able to barely fight her off was the adrenaline. He weighed his 
options, deciding a kick to her gut would be his best bet. He kicked her, the blade grazing his hand 
as he pushed away, clambering for the door. 


He busted into the lobby, breaths heaving. The world was beginning to spin, his hyperventilating 
catching up to him, tears flooding his eyes. He ran to the entrance doors, a scream tearing from his 
lips as he was tackled down again, his arms grabbed by their wrists and violently pulled behind the 
small of his back. He wriggled, his mind just beginning to haze when— 


“* Freeze! You’re under arrest!” 


Chapter End Notes 


OOOOOOHHH WE'RE HALFWAY THERE OOOOQOOQOQOQOOQOOOOOOOOOO0O0H LIVING 
ON A PRAYER- ahem- sorry about that. 

I'm almost done, the final chapter is all planned out! My surgery in 2 days may make it come 
out faster, and I hope you guys are ready for my next project after! 

Love you guys. You have no idea how much all of y'all's support has pushed me through this, 
and it means the world to me that so many people enjoy my work. Thanks for reading! 


Chapter 23 - Breaking the Surface 


Chapter Summary 


He had done it. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


His eyes flew open, landing on the heavy door that had been forced open by the team of police 
officers entering the lobby. He heard a hissing cuss above his head, a grin crooking his lips before 
he winced again. Vanny had pushed him down further, the tip of her blade digging into the skin of 
his neck, prepared to kill him at any second. 


“Let the boy go,” an officer demanded, “And put the weapon down.” He caught a glimpse of 
Vanessa, her face angled toward the police. She was unreadable under that awful suit. He wriggled 
again, her grip tightening around his wrists as he did so. She wouldn’t let him go, even when she 
was distracted. 


“Again, let go of the boy.” She then looked down at Gregory. He didn't need to see her face to 
know that she was furious that he had managed to get this far. Furious that he had managed to 
evade her grasp long enough to get her caught. 


“You little brat,” she hissed under her breath, barely caught under the fursuit head, “Clever as 
usual.” He winced as she pushed his wrists further into his lower back, pain and blazing heat 
spiking through his left, mangled arm until he made a noise. As she continued, her voice sounded 
pleased over the fact that he was, at least, still suffering. “Calling the police. What do you plan to 
do after this, hmm?” 


Gregory gritted his teeth as an officer called to her that they would have to use force if she did not 
comply with their demands. He grimaced, glancing pleadingly to the officers for some kind of help. 
Why were they just standing there trying to talk to her? Couldn't they see she had a knife in her 
hand, aimed directly at his throat?! 


Then it hit him. That was exactly why they were standing there. She had a weapon and was ready to 
kill him in an instant. If they were to make a single movement, she could stab him and run. He took 


a sharp breath in, tears welling in his eyes at the futility of the situation. The knife dug in deeper, a 
warm wetness leaking down his neck as blood was drawn. 


“Again, let the child go before we have to use force.” 


The knife released slightly. He sucked in a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding, his body 
shaking from the adrenaline and fear pumping through it. The pressure on his wrists didn't yet let 
go. Instead, Vanny grabbed the collar of his shirt below the jacket’s hoodie, and he shrieked as she 
lifted him easily off of the ground, wildly disorienting him for a few horrible moments. 


He kicked and flailed as she pulled him close to her chest. “It really is unfortunate,” she whispered, 
“That you had to be the one to get me caught. I was really looking forward to carving you up.” She 
drew a finger along his chin again, a shudder ripping its way through his body. He only then 
realized that she was reaching for his throat, her blade in hand, about to make contact with his skin 
and tear the life away from him— 


The snapping was immediate, loud, and scared the everloving crap out of him. He heard a pained, 
grumbling cry of pain from Vanny, who had entirely tensed, before he was dropped to the ground. 
She had been shot with a Taser gun. He took the instant he landed to figure out his footing, 
throwing himself to his feet and beginning to bolt for the nearest exit he could see. 


He threw himself toward the entrance, stumbling as a tall and broad-shouldered policeman 
attempted to block his path. He skidded to the right, his feet squealing on the tile, and then ducked 
under the heavyset arms trying to reach for him. He could have sworn he had heard the abrasive 
static of a walkie-talkie explode behind him as he refused to halt despite the cries of the officers. 
He could see sunlight pouring into the Pizzaplex, hitting the violet tiles and bouncing to meet his 
eyes. 


He wasn't free just yet, though. He weaved around the same officer again, slightly disoriented. The 
arms missed, and he pushed himself out of the doors, the outside light blinding and bright. He 
didn't pause. He ran into the parking lot, bolting between the lines of cars and into the street. 


Horns blared at him, tires screeched to a stop as a driver slammed on the brakes, barely stopping in 
time. He hesitated only briefly, his heart pounding in his ears, and ran into an alley— his alley— 
and clambered into a garbage bin. 


He curled up there, closing the lid. He sat there, breaths heaving as he finally realized that he had 
done it. He had escaped. He managed to get Vannessa caught, to uncover the sickening truth of 
what was going on, to make it to daybreak without being slaughtered. The rain had long stopped, 
and the police were searching, but he knew he could probably sneak by if he was careful. 


By the time night had crept up, he had long left the dumpster. He winced on his feet, stumbling 
toward the new cardboard box he had grabbed from a cardboard recycling bin, shuffling inside and 
wrapping his jacket tight around himself. He sighed, familiarity sinking into his bones. 


He wondered if the animatronics were alright as he began to drift to sleep. He was hungry and tired 
and in excruciating pain, but he began to realize that he would be okay as long as he made it 
through the next few days. He had survived a murderous rabbit and her hacked animatronics. He 
turned them to his side. He fought to survive even when things were hopeless. 


He had just finally broken the surface. 


He smirked slightly to himself, curled in on himself further, and shut his eyes. He could survive a 
few more days, but first, he wanted to rest. The world could wait for a while. 
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